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| dreamed | was a medieval maiden in my matenform bra 


The past was never quite this perfect! I’m a legendary figure in STAR FLOWER, Maidenform’s 


newest work of art! Genius idea: petal-patterned circular-stitched cups, 
underlined with twin elastic bands for custom fit and blissful breathing comfort. 


White cotton broadcloth. A, B and C cups. A collector’s item at 2.50! 





HAVE. A BREATH OF PARIS ABOUT YOU-EVERY DAY! 


A 


He 


PHOTOGRAPHED IN PARIS BY AVEDON CREATED IN PARIS BY BOURJOIS MADE IN U.S.A. 


There’s no doubt about it! Whichever way you enjoy your deodorant; 


luscious roll-on lotion to roll your perspiration worries away; or con- 
venient, fabulous stick that applies dry to keep you dry—you'll prefer 
Evening in Paris, the only deodorant in the world that protects as it 
glamourizes with the lingering, exciting fragrance of Evening in Paris. 


EVENING IN PARIS DEODORANT ROLER OR STICK 2FOR4 


regular $1.50 value 








French Tease girdle $10 panty 10.95 bra $5. 
For store and free booklet write Olga, Dept. 
PH40, 7915 Haskell, Van Nuys, Cal. (pat. pen.) 
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ODO-RONO 


CREAM DEODORANT 
ANTI-PERSPIRANT 
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SIGNE HASSO says: “So often Wiss Signe Hasso, international dramatic star 
a woman’s personal elegance depends and celebrated hostess 


on the deodorant she uses. That’s why 
= 2 most of my friends throughout Europe 
choose Odo-ro-no—never a possibility 
of offending.” 
No wonder Odo-ro-no is the largest 
selling deodorant in most of the world’s 
, fashion capitals. Swift, sure and safe, 
Odo-ro-no acts instantly to check per- 


a 6 spiration dampness and odor. And new 
Odo-ro-no is so gentle to your skin... 
so safe for your finest fabrics. Discover 
the excellence of Odo-ro-no for your- 
; self—in cream, stick or spray. 
did you know (ORONO is the leading deodorant in Europe? ' 
Ls 


Northam Warren: New York + Montreal + London + Paris * Cologne * Stockholm + Madrid + Milan* Rio de Janeiro* Buenos Aires * Montevideo 
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BY SIDNEY SKOLSKY 


Is Jerry’s bad dream coming true? 


| wonder if Tuesday Weld thinks 

Beverly Aadland is a wild kid... . 
“Suddenly, Last Summer” is the only 
movie I know that qualifies to be on 
the Diners Club. If you don’t under- 
stand this joke, see the movie. . . . 
Ill say there’s nothing small about 
Tina Louise except her first name... . 
Intense is the word for Tony Perkins. 
. . . | know of no actress I'd rather 
watch on the screen than Simone 
Signoret; I know of no actress I’d 
rather listen to in the living room 
than Simone Signoret. . . . If the 
Academy doesn’t award Signoret the 
Oscar, they didn’t give it for the Best 
Performance by an actress. . .. Who 
ever believed that Mamie Van Doren 
would wind up better than Charlie? 


#%, 


David Ladd has | 


. . . Gloria Grahame has returned to 
the Hollywood scene. She is as sexy 
as ever, although she manages to 
speak as if her upper lip is novo- 
cained. . . . I thought Cyd Charisse 
on TV was foolish to be glamorous 
one minute and the next minute have 
husband Tony Martin ask if she sent 
his shirts to the laundry. . . . I’d say 
that Cary Grant has come closer than 
Ponce de Leon to discovering the 
Fountain of Youth. . . . Shirley Mac- 
Laine is becoming less pixie and more 
organized. . . . Sometimes Tommy 
Sands gives the impression that Elvis 
is listening to him sing. . . . Starlet 
Roberta Tennes tells me you can 
never tell what a fellow has in mind 
when he asks for a date in this town. 


Even though they're apart so much, Steve Parker can’t help noticing the way Shirley’s changing. 





He may be thinking of romance, or 
he may just want to get his name in 
the papers. 

Eddie likes Liz plump. . . . Zsa Zsa 
Gabor has the faculty of making a 
stranger feel he’s an intimate friend, 
which may be why she has so many. 

. | wonder if Grace Kelly acts like 
a princess, now that she actually is 
one. . . . Robert Mitchum is said to 
sleep with his eyes wide-open. 
Since actors became producers, there 
are more movie heroes. . . . | caught 


Someone special listens to Tommy. 


Marilyn Monroe actually reading an 
Arthur Miller play. . . . All rock ’W’ 
roll music sounds to me as if it were 
written by the same man... . Bar- 
bara Nichols, after attending the 
wedding of an actress-friend: “I hope 
she doesn’t spill anything on her 
wedding gown. She’s only worn it 
once.” 

I insist Jayne Mansfield is the girl- 
next-door to someone. . . . Marriage 
hasn’t fattened up Vera-Ellen. . . . 
What’s the difference (Continued) 


If you were in the chips... 
you couldn't buy finer fit! 


It’s you—with slimmer hips, a flatter derriere, 
a tauter tummy. No diet! No exercise! Simply 
this airy, boneless wonder. Yes, boneless. 
Three inner bands do all the smoothing—and 
keep you comfortable, too. Doesn't design like 
this come dear? Nonsense! The cost’s a mere 
$8.95. So why gamble? Get FASCINATION by 


RA SHOWN: HOLD-UP $3.95 


BESTFORM 





Use beautiful, temporary 


Nestle 


ise: Oo O10) Le) & 


RINSES IN...SHAMPOOS OUT 


Nestle Colorinse glorifies your 
natural hair shade with glamorous 
color-highlights and silken sheen. 
It removes dulling soap film, makes 
hair easier to manage, unbelievably 
lovely! 12 shades that stay color- 
true till your next shampoo. 35¢ 


NESTLE COLORINSE 


Nestle Colortint intensifies your 
arehaele-]mat-li@mee)(e) an @).ar-lelel-maaleli liars 
NEW color. Colortint also blends-in 
gray hair—beautifies all-gray and 
vvaalicmar-lig@miiiela-maar-lam- Ma lal-i-m ol) ) male) 
a permanent dye—Colortint lasts 
through 3 shampoos! 10 shades. 35¢ 


NESTLE COLORTINT 


COLORS YOUR HAIR 


WITHOUT BLEACHING or DYEING 
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continued 


To Frank, the world’s divided in two parts. Which half do you belong to? 


between a Frank Sinatra TV special 
with guests Bing Crosby and Dean 
Martin and a Dean Martin TV spe- 
cial with guests Frank Sinatra and 
Bing Crosby? Answer: The com- 
mercials. . . . I don’t understand 
people who pan Marlon Brando for 
spending so much time and money 
on “One-Eyed Jacks.” These people 
should be interested only in, “Is it a 
. Steve McQueen 
insists he doesn’t talk mumbly; peo- 
ple listen mumbly. . . . Nothing makes 
an actress feel more like an actress 


good movie?” 


than a fur coat. As new evidence for 
this remark, | cite Carolyn Jones, who 
has six fur coats. and Joan Collins. 
who practically sleeps in hers. 

Wouldn’t you like to see Peter Gunn 
hiring Richard Diamond or Perry 
Mason to solve a personal problem? 
. . . Julie London is as honest as she 
is shy. . . . Nick Adams works hard 
at being sincere. . . . Sinatra believes 
one is hip or one is square, and that’s 
all there is to it... . By the way. put- 


—s 


a 


sree 


Does Bob know what Norma thinks? 


ting things IN and OUT is now con- 
sidered OUT. . . . I wonder what 
Norma Shearer honestly thinks of 
today’s movie stars. .. . And | won- 
der if today’s movie stars (Carol 
Lynley, France Nuyen, Pat Wayne. 
etc.) ever heard of Norma Shearer. 
Rhonda Fleming always seems on 
the point of hitting it big... . Sophia 
Loren wears a man’s wristwatch. . . . 
I’ve visited Shelley Winters on sets 
and, personally, I’ve never found her 
to be temperamental. Although I’ve 
watched her being temperamental. . . . 
Barrie Chase can’t watch a dancer 
without moving her toes. . . . On the 
credit side of the Hollywood ledger 
you've got to list that it always im- 
proves Jack Paar’s shows. .. . 1 wish 
The Clan would officially elect officers 
and collect dues. . . . I believe Sal 
Mineo designs his own suits. Who 
else? . . . Lenny Bruce says that 
after they cleaned up “The Gene 
Krupa Story.” Sal Mineo found out 
he was portraying Lawrence Welk. 
| believe Tab Hunter would have 
been tabbed a better actor if he 
hadn’t been named Tab. . . . Jerry 
Lewis had a bad dream the other 
night. He dreamed Dean Martin left 
him, went on his own, and was a 
bigger hit... . Then Jerry woke up 
out of a cold sweat to realize it was 
true. . . . Kim Novak is now more 
pre-occupied with her acting than her 
looks, which hinders her acting. . . 
Hollywood is a place where a school- 
teacher made David Ladd, because 
he didn’t do his homework, write on 
the blackboard a hundred times—“I 
don’t deserve to be a star.” That’s 


Hollywood For You. 









OF CURRENT PICTURES 


BABETTE GOES TO WAR—Columbia. _Di- 
rected by Christian-Jaque: Babette, Brigitte Bar- 
dot; Gerard, Jacques Charrier; Von Arenberg, 
Hannes Messemer; Captain Darcy, Yves Vincent; 
Fitzpatrick, Ronald Howard; Schulz, Francis 
Blanche; Louis, Rene Harvard. 


CHANCE MEETING—Paramount. Directed by 
Joseph Losey: Jan Van Rooyen, Hardy Kruger: 
Inspector Morgan, Stanley Baker; Jacqueline 
Cousteau, Micheline Presle; /nspector Westover, 
John Van Eyssen; Sergeant, Gordon Jackson; Sir 
Brian Lewis, Robert Flemyng. 


DOG OF FLANDERS, A—20th. Directed by 
James B. Clark: Nello, David Ladd; Daas, Don- 
ald Crisp; Piet, Theodore Bikel; Mr. Cogez, Max 
Croiset; Corrie, Monique Ahrens. 


GUNS OF THE TIMBERLAND—Warnerts. Di- 
rected by Robert D. Webb: Jim Hadley, Alan 
Ladd; Laura Riley, Jeanne Crain; Monty Welker, 
Gilbert Roland; Bert Harvey, Frankie Avalon; 
Clay Beli, Lyle Bettger; Blackie, Noah Beery; 
Aunt Sarah, Verna Felton; Jane Peterson, Alana 
Ladd; Sheriff Taylor, Regis Toomey. 


HELL BENT FOR LEATHER—U-L. Directed 
by George Sherman: Clay Santell, Audie Murphy; 
Janet Gifford, Felicia Farr; Harry Deckett, 
Stephen McN ally; rere, Robert Middleton; 
Moon, Rad Fulton; Trave Jan Merlin; Nate 
Perrick, Herbert Rudley; Old Ben, John Qualen. 


HOME FROM THE HILL—M-G-M. Directed 
by Vincente Minnelli: Capt. Wade Hunnicutt, 
Robert Mitchum; Hannah Hunnicutt, Eleanor 
Parker; Rafe Copley, George Peppard; Theron, 
George Hamilton; Albert Halstead, Everett 
Sloane; Libby Halstead, Luana Patten; Sarah 
Halstead, Anne Seymour; Opal Bixby, Constance 
Ford; Chauncey, Ken Renard; Dr. Reuben Car- 
son, Ray Teal. 


LAST VOYAGE, THE—M-G-M. Directed by 
Andrew L. Stone: Cliff Henderson, Robert Stack; 
Laurie Henderson, Dorothy Malone; Captatn Ad- 
ams, George Sanders; Second Engineer lWalsh, 
Edmond O’Brien; Hank Lawson, Woody Strode; 
Jill Henderson, Tammy Marihugh. 


ONCE MORE, WITH FEELING—Columbia. 
Directed by Stanley Donen: Victor Fabian, Yul 
Brynner; Dolly Fabian, Kay Kendall; Marwell 
Archer, Gregory Ratoff; Dr. Hilliard, Geoffrey 
Toone; Mr. Wilbur, Jr., Mervyn Johns. 


RISE AND FALL OF LEGS DIAMOND, THE 

Warners. Directed by Budd Boetticher: Legs 
Diamond, Ray Danton; Alice, Karen Steele; 
Monica, Elaine Stewart; Leo Bremer, Jesse White; 
Lt. Moody, Simon Oakland; Arnold, Robert Low- 
ery; Fats Walsh, Judson Pratt; Eddie Diamond, 
Warren Oates; Chairman, Frank DeKova; Sgt. 
Cassidy, Gordon Jones; Matt Moran, Joseph Rus- 
kin; Dixrte, Diane Cannon; Vince Coll, Richard 
Gardner. 


EVEN THIEVES—20th. Directed by Henry 
Hathaway: Theo Wilkins, Edward G. Robinson; 
Paul, Rod Steiger; Melanie, Joan Collins; Pan- 
cho, Eli Wallach; Raymond Le May, Alexander 
Scourby; Louis, Michael Dante; Hugo Baumer, 
Berry Kroeger. 


SINK THE BISMARCK !—20th. Directed by 
Lewis Gilbert: Captain Shepard, Kenneth More; 
Anne Davis, Dana Wynter; Captain Lindemann, 
Carl wa Dy’ Sea Lord, Laurence Nai- 
smith; A.C. ., Geoffrey Keen; Admiral Lut- 
jens, Karel aon 


SWAN LAKE—Columbia. Directed by Z. Tu- 
lubyeva: Odetta, Odillia, Maya Plisetskaya; The 
Prince, Nicolai F adeyechev; The Evil Spirit, 
Vladimir Levashev; The Jester, V. Khomyakov 


THIRD VOICE, THE—20th. Directed by Hu- 
bert Cornfield: Voice, Edmond O’Brien; Marian 
Forbes, Laraine Day; Corey Scott, Julie London; 
Harris Chapman, Ralph Brooks; Carlos, Eddie 
Le Baron; Carreras’ Secretary, Shirley O’ Hara; 
Blonde, Olga S san Juan. 


TOBY TYLER—Buena Vista. Directed by 
Charles Barton: Toby Tyler, Kevin Corcoran; 
Ben Cotter, Benry Calvin; Sam Treat, Gene 
Sheldon; Harry Tupper, Bob Sweeney; Col. Sam 
Castle, Richard Eastham; Jim Weaver, James 
Drury; Mademoiselle Jeanette, Barbara Beaird; 
Monsieur Ajax, Dennis Joel; Aunt Olive, Edith 
Evanson; Uncle Daniel, Tom Fadden; Band- 
leader, Ollie Wallace. 


WORLD OF APU, THE—Harrison. Directed 
by Satyajit Ray: Apu, Soumitra Chatterjee; 
Aparna, Sarmila Tagore; Kajol, Smn. Alok Chak- 
ravarty; Pulu, Swapan Mukherji. 








The Opposite Sex 
and Your Perspiration 




















Q. Do you know there are two Q. Which perspiration is the 
kinds of perspiration? worst offender? 

A. It’s true! One is “physical,” A. The “emotional” kind. Doc- 
caused by work or exertion; the tors say it’s the big offender in 
other is “nervous,” stimulated by underarm stains and odor. This 
emotional excitement. It’s the perspiration comes from bigger, 
kind that comes in tender mo- more powerful glands—and it 
ments with the “opposite sex.” causes the most offensive odor. 




















Q. How can you overcome this Q. Why is arriv cream America’s 
“emotional” perspiration? most effective deodorant? 
A. Science says a deodorant needs A. Because of Perstop*, the most 
a special ingredient specifically remarkable anti-perspirant ever 
formulated to overcome this developed, ARRID CREAM Deo- 
emotional perspiration without dorant safely stops perspiration 
irritation. And now it’s here... stains and odor without irrita- 
exclusive Perstop*. So effective, tion to normal skin. Saves your 
yet so gentle. pretty dresses from “Dress Rot.” 


Why be only Half Safe ? 
use Arrid’ to be sure |! ! 


It’s more effective than any cream, twice as 
effective as any roll-on or spray tested! Used 
daily, new antiseptic ARRID with Perstop* actually 
stops underarm dress stains, stops “Dress Rot; stops 
perspiration odor completely for 24 hours. Get 
ARRID CREAM Deodorant today. 








#:Carter Products trademark for sulfonated hydrocarbon surfactants 








PERIODIC PAIN 


Midol acts three ways to bring 
relief from menstrual suffering. 
It relieves cramps, eases head- 
ache and it chases the “blues”. 











Sally now takes Midol at J 
first sign of menstrual distress. 


a 24-page book explaining menstruction 
is yours, FREE. Write Dep't B-40, Box 280, 
New York 18, N. Y. (Sent in plain wrapper) 


f- “WHAT WOMEN WANT TO KNOW" 

















For fuller reviews see Photoplay for the months 
indicated. For full reviews this month, see 
page 18. (A—ADULT F—FAMILY) 


BEN-HUR—M-G-M;: Camera 65. Technicolor: 
This epic of Roman imperialism, Jewish pa- 
triotism and Christianity’s beginnings is the 
best of the big pictures about Bible days. Charl- 
ton Heston and Haya Harareet as Judeans, 
Stephen Boyd and Jack Hawkins as Romans 
stand out in a story that has not only historic 
excitement but ageless emotions and _ ideas. 
(F) February 


BRAMBLE BUSH. THE—Warners: Those 
naughty New England towns! In his home 
burg, doctor Richard Burton finds an amazing 
(if unconvincing) variety of scandals. Barbara 
Rush and Angie Dickinson are two of the peo- 
ple involved. (A) March 


CASH McCALL—Warners, Technicolor: Jim 
Garner plays it light even on Wall Street, as a 
tycoon scheming for more money and Natalie 
Wood. Nina Foch schemes for Jim. (F) March 


FLYING FONTAINES, THE—Columbia: New 
young players Michael Callan. Evy Norlund 
and Rian Garrick brighten a mild cireus yarn. 
all about the tangled love lives of the boys and 
girls on the flying trapeze. (F) February 
GAZEBO, THE—M-G-M, CinemaScope: Gabby 
but funny farce. Glenn Ford decides to plant 
a dead blackmailer under the little backyard 
pavilion (yep, the gazebo) wife Debbie Reyn- 
olds bought. (F) March 


GENE KRUPA STORY. THE—Columbia: 
Plentiful jazz and eager young players liven 
up a routine biography. Sal Mineo works hard 
as Krupa, but Jimmy Darren comes off better 
as his pal. Susan Kohner’s the gal. (A) March 


HAPPY ANNIVERSARY—U.A.: David Niv- 
en’s hilarious as a fanatical TV-hater. but the 
chief joke of this thin comedy is less funny. as 
he endangers his twelve-year marriage to Mitzi 
Gaynor by babbling about their courtship. 
(A) January 


JOURNEY TO THE CENTER OF THE 
EARTH—20th; CinemaScope. De Luxe Color: 
Delightful, tongue-in-cheek version of Jules 
Verne’s adventure yarn. James Mason, Pat 
Boone and Arlene Dahl are underground ex- 
plorers: Diane Baker is Pat’s back-home girl. 
(F) March 


LVL ABNER—Paramount: VistaVision, Tech- 
nicolor: Big. bouncy musical, done with lots 
of style and color, brings you that crazy 
gang from Dogpatch. Some are strictly from 
comicsville; some are real good-looking—like 
Peter Palmer, Leslie Parrish, Julie Newmar. 
(F) January 


MIRACLE, THE—Warners; Technirama,. Tech- 
nicolor: Sweeping romance of 19th Century 
Spain gives Carroll Baker a dream role as 
a postulant who leaves the convent, finds 
adventure—and men. The part calls for an 
old-fashioned glamour queen. Carroll isn’t. 
(F) January 


NEVER SO FEW—M-G-M; CinemaScope, Met- 
rocolor: Guerrilla commander Frank Sinatra 
swashbuckles around the Burma jungle fight- 
ing the Japanese. His colorful pals include 
Gina Lollobrigida, Steve McQueen, Peter Law- 


ford. (A) March 


ON THE BEACH—U.A.: Frighteningly real- 
istic picture of 1964, intended to seare us into 
thinking—and action. In Australia, Ava Gard- 
ner, Gregory Peck, Fred Astaire, Tony Perkins, 
Donna Anderson await the radio-active doom 
that’s hit everyone else. (F) January 


1001 ARABIAN NIGHTS—UPA, Columbia; 
Technicolor: Pleasing, if too talky, cartoon 
feature finds Magoo in old Bagdad. Jim Backus 
provides his voice; Kathy Grant, Dwayne Hick- 
man speak for the young lovers. (F) January 


OPERATION PETTICOAT—U.-I, Eastman Col- 
or: Upright officer Cary Grant and slick opera- 
tor Tony Curtis team up for laughs, on a World 
War II sub that takes aboard nurses Dina 
Merrill, Joan O’Brien. (F) January 
OUR MAN IN HAVANA—Columbia, Cinema- 
Scope: Spy melodramas and the British Secret 
Service are kidded by such experts as Noel 
Coward (an agent) and Alee Guinness (the 
mild salesman drafted to snoop). (F) March 


SOLOMON AND SHEBA—U.A.; Technirama, 
Technicolor: Israelite-Egyptian battles and 
Brynner-Lollobrigida love scenes keep the big 
sereen jammed with color and action, romance 
and religious sentiment. (A) March 


STORY ON PAGE ONE, THE—20th, Cinema- 
Scope: Realistic courtroom drama, well-acted 
by Rita Hayworth, Gig Young (on trial for 
murder), Tony Franciosa (their lawyer), Mil- 
dred Dunnock (Gig’s Mom). (A) March 


SUDDENLY. LAST SUMMER—Columbia: 
Highbrow horror movie gives Liz Taylor a 
powerful role as a girl put into a mental hos- 
pital for knowing too much about Katharine 
Hepburn’s dead son. Doctor Monty Clift slowly 
unearths the shocking truth. (A) March 


TAKE A GIANT STEP—U.A.: In a splendid 
acting debut. singer Johnny Nash is a boy of 
sixteen. a Negro in a white town, still facing 
universal troubles as he takes the step from 
adolescence to maturity. (A) October 


THIRD MAN ON THE MOUNTAIN—Buena 
Vista, Technicolor: Exhilarating yarn about 
mountain-climbing finds James MacArthur dar- 
ing a Swiss peak never scaled before, with 
Janet Munro to cheer him on. (F) December 


TIGER BAY—Continental: Tingling English 
suspense hit introduces eleven-year-old charm- 
er Hayley Mills, as a slum tomboy who trails 
along with handsome Horst Buchholz in his 
flight from a murder rap. (F) March 


TOUCH OF LARCENY, A—Paramount: Good 
fun springs from British navy officer James 
Mason’s quick-money scheme. He'll frame him- 
self for treason, sue the newspapers for libel 
and win Vera Miles from rich. stuffy George 
Sanders. Pretty clever!—maybe. (F) February 


WHO WAS THAT LADY ?—Columbia: Wacky 
excitement follows the fib (dreamed up by 
Dean Martin) that Tony Curtis tells Janet 
Leigh, his onscreen wife, too. Tony claims to 
be an undercover FBI agent! (F) March 


WRECK OF THE MARY DEARE, THE— 
M-G-M; CinemaScope, Metrocolor: In a solidly 
entertaining seagoing thriller, Charlton Heston 
climbs aboard an “abandoned” freighter to 
come across Gary Cooper—and a sinister mys- 
tery. It all has a fine, salty flavor. (F) February 













AT ACADEMY AWARD TIME... 
Lustre-Creme Shampoo salutes these beautiful stars 
who have made this the greatest movie season ever! 
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SANDRA DEE, co-starring in LANA TURNER, starring in BARBARA RUSH, co-starring in 
“Imitation of Life” “Imitation of Life’’ “Imitation of Life’’ “The Young Philadelphians” 
A Universal-International Picture A Universal-International Picture A Universal-International Picture A Warner Bros. Picture 
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MILLIE PERKINS, starring in MARTHA HYER, co-starring in SIMONE SIGNORET, starring in DORIS DAY, starring in “‘Pillow Talk”’ 
“The Diary of Anne Frank” “The Big Fisherman’’ “Room at the Top.”’ Released through An Arwin Production 
A 20th Century-Fox Picture A Rowland V. Lee Production Continental Distributing, Inc. A Universal-International Picture 
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f AUDREY HEPBURN, starring in SHIRLEY MacLAINE, co-starring in “Career” ELIZABETH TAYLOR, starring in Horizon- JOANNE WOODWARD, starring in 
g “The Nun’s Story” A Hal Wallis Production American Pictures’ “Suddenly Last Summer”’ “The Sound and the Fury” 
A A Warner Bros. Picture A Paramount Picture A Columbia Pictures Corp. Release A 20th Century-Fox Picture 
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; LEE REMICK, co-starring in “‘Anatomy VERA MILES, co-starring in DEBORAH KERR, starring in Jerry Wald’s HAYA HARAREET, co-starring in 
; of a Murder.”’ Carlyle Productions “The FBI Story” Production “Beloved Infidel” Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer’s 
a A Columbia Pictures Corp. Release A Warner Bros. Picture Released by 20th Century-Fox Ben-Hur’”’ 
es 
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ge { Glamorous Hollywood stars use Lustre-Creme 
ry ’ . ° ° — ° 
Watch the Academy Awards Show Shampoo because it leaves hair shinier, easier-to- 
“= n TV Apri n hich sta . 
ky ~r sgedialegcachansdingsragetbonyoa manage, makes any hair style easy to set. Try 
by wins the most honored award in : eae? : / ‘ 
ret the motion picture industry. Hollywood’s favorite shampoo, New Lustre-Creme 
t ‘ ‘ ee 
ch —now in creme, lotion and liquid, too! 
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snd hor the most beautiful hair in the world 
to 





4 out of 5 top movie stars use Lustre-Creme Shampoo! 

















fell ouch 


by PONDS 
neur iquiol makeup ... 


Ges YOu the glow of QO gol inv Love ! 


How long since you've had this 
heavenly glow? (When the Real 
Thing happens, your heart 
knows it and your face shows 

it!) But it doesn’t need to start 
from your heart—it can start 
today with ANGEL TOUCH! 

For Pond’s has created a 
makeup that gives your skin the 
luminous look, the tempting 
texture, the tender color that 
lights up the face of a girl in love! 
Discover new ANGEL TOUCH In 9 soft-and-subtle shades, $1. 


‘ Also available in purse-size plastic bottle, 59¢ 
today. Just touch it on—smooth 


Angel Touch Face Powder in complementary 
it in—and look (it’s almost shades: $1, 50¢, 25¢. (All prices plus tax.) 


like falling in love! } 


GOWN BY JUNIOR SOPHISTICATES 


© 1960. CHESEBROUGH-POND & INC 
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DEAR MISS PAIN: 


What do boys think of girls who always 
have their girlfriends with them? Ive 
just moved into a new town and it seems 
that the girls go everywhere together. 
We pick each other up on the way to 
school in the morning and walk home 
together at night and even meet between 
classes. I don’t see how a boy ever gets 
a chance to talk to a girl alone. 

ALISON 


Alexandria, La. 


Dear ALISON; 

This sort of togetherness only leads to 
solitary Saturday nights, so arrange to take 
a few solo walks. But do it tactfully. Girl- 
friends are important, too. 


DEAR EDITOR: 


The town I live in isn’t too big and there 
isn’t much for kids to do on dates except 
go to parties. I’ve just begun going out 
with boys and pretty soon I'll have to 
give a party. What I wonder is what kind 
of party do boys like best? 

TERESA 


Elkhart, Indiana 


Dear TERESA: 
Mineo, 
Sands and Ricky Nelson, whose votes for 


We party-polled Sal Tommy 
the hostess with the mostest goes to the 
one whose parties get off to a fast start. 
Plan some activity—dancing, charades, a 
record quiz, anything that will relax your 
guests and keep them circulating. As you 
get older, Sal added, you sometimes prefer 
a quiet party where you can sit around and 
talk .. 


ready to play, in case conversation lags. 


but even then, have some records 





DEAR EVELYN: 


I have a problem that’s making me mis- 
erable. There’s some hair growing on my 


. face, right above my lip, and because I 


VV have very black hair it’s awfully notice- 


able. In fact, at school, boys shout out, 
“Hey. get a shave.” My mother says it 
doesn’t look that bad and I shouldn't 
mind what they say. but I do and it makes 
me cry when they say it. Is there any- 
thing I can possibly do about this? 
ENIb 
Freeport, ill. 


Dear ENip: 

Lots of girls have this problem but, 
you're right, it is more noticeable on bru- 
nettes. Hair that is dark, but neither coarse 
nor thick, can be made less conspicuous by 
bleaching. You can find hair lighteners at 
cosmetic counters. Coarser, more noticeable 
hair can be creamed away with a gentle 
hair remover especially designed for the 
sensitive skin of the face. Don’t be tempted 
to shave facial hair. It’s the sliced off tip 
that makes regrowth bristly. Cream depila- 
tories dissolve hair a little below the sur- 
face of the skin, so it reappears more 
slowly and with soft tapered ends. No 
tweezing, please. Hair that’s pulled out 
may stay away longer, but roots are 
strengthened and a heavier regrowth encour- 
aged. Often, inconspicuous fuzz is tweezed 
along with noticeable hairs and it, too, 
may become coarsened. 


DEAR MISS PAIN: 


Help! The spring dance is coming up and 
I've got a date for it. (I’m fourteen and 
it’s my first big dance, so it’s real impor- 
tant.) My problem is that two other boys 
asked me to go, too. Wouldn't you know 
it? I probably won't get asked to another 
one all year. Anyway, when I said I'd al- 
ready been invited they wanted to know 
if I'd dance with them that night. Now 
what I want to know is, can I say yes? Or 
should I tell them to talk to my date? 
BETTY 
Nanticoke, Pa. 


Dear Berry: 

Just say you'd love to and you'll see them 
at the dance. That's when they should ask 
permission of you and your date—eithe1 
during intermission or when they cut in 


on the dance floor. 


—RocLons Que. 


DEAR EDITOR: 


I am fourteen years old and very much in 
love with Dave. I know he really loves 
me too. but he doesn’t want anyone to 
know, not even his own brother. What am 
I to do? String along or ask him if he 
does really love me even though it is his 
place to tell me. Please publish this letter. 
It means so much to me. 

R.. G. 

Chillicothe, Ohio 


Dear Rurn: 

There’s an old saying—give a man enough 
rope and he'll hang himself . . . or declare 
his intentions. So string along until he 
does. And since it is his place to tell you 
how he feels, you'd be wise to keep your 
heart in its right place—and that’s not or 
your sleeve. 


DEAR MISS PAIN: 


I have been going steady with this one 
boy for over a year, but all winter he 
has not paid any attention to me at all. 
I like him very much. What should I do? 
HEARTBROKEN 
California 


Dear HEARTGROKEN: 

It takes two to go steady and you lost 
your partner three months ago. So face the 
fact and start mending that broken heart 
by dating some boys who will pay attention 
to you. 


DEAR EVELYN: 


Every boy I meet keeps saying that I look 
like Brigitte Bardot. I get deeply embar- 
rassed because my girlfriends disagree 
and they start an argument. Although | 
disagree also, I just thank them, but the 
girls say I’m conceited about it. I lose 
my best friends just over a little thing 
like this. What can I do about this? 
CLAUDIA 
Canada 


Dear BB: 
Try calling them names, like Marilyn, 
Jayne, Diana. That should do the trick! 





P.S. Look for your letters here every month. 
We’re sorry we can’t answer them personally. 





Continued on page 16 
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SAVED A 
BUNDLE! 
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Blew 
it all on 
pearls! 





Add it up. A beauty parlor permanent takes a large bite out of 
a gal’s wallet. But with Toni—you get a dream of a wave and have 
leftover loot to boot. What’s more—you have leftover time! 
(Fidgeting under a dryer is out!) 

But here's the best part—Toni gives you a wonderful wave with 
“Hidden Body.” It’s soft, shape-able—holds any hairdo, curly or 


smooth. “Hidden Body” is exclusively Toni’s. You won’t find 


it at any price—in any other permanent—home or beauty shop. 








A snap to give—that’s new No-Mix Toni! No splashing around 
with powder and water—the double-rich neutralizer’s already 
mixed. Just snip the tip off the plastic bottle. Then squeeze. 
Satiny drops slide through your curls, lock “Hidden Body” in— 
and there you are. The softest, most set-able wave in the world! 
Try a Toni. You'll never bother with beauty shop permanents 
again. (Don’t forget—Toni also makes Tonette for children and 


Silver Curl for gray hair.) 


The ‘Eye Makers’ used here... Brown 
Eyebrow Pencil, Lavender Eye Shadow, 
Frosted Black Liquid Liner, Black 
*Roll-On Mascara’. Her other 
Revlon make-up: “Touch-and- 
Glow’ in Misty Rose, Rasp- 
berryIcing Lipstick, Frost- 

ed Violet Nail Enamel 
















LL LOOK is in! 


Fashion’s new way to play up your eyes— 


brighter in color...bolder in shape! 



































New! 

Liquid or Pencil 
Eye Liners... 
Here, Blues... 
17 shape-making 
colors in all! 


Give in to your divine restlessness with 
every ‘Look’ in the book! Now, for the 
first time, the color, shape and size of 


your eyes are absolutely up to you! 


A whole new world of tantalizing 


Lush! 
*Roll-On-Mascaras’ 
in 20 Frosted and 
clear shades. Here, 
tones of Turquoise 


and Blue-Green. 


fashion colors to play with—to turn 
your eyes from baby blue...to jungle 
green...to glittery gold...and back 
again. That’s “The Look’! 





Scads of devastating new ideas to 


shape your eyes to your fancy at a mo- 














Brilliant! 

ment’s notice. That’s “The Look’! Frosted Shadow Pans. 
Here, rich Greens... 
Gold or Silver Frosted 


and Gold Bronze... 
bon of new Liquid Eye Liner above 10 precious choices. 


Crave almond eyes? Brush on a rib- 


your lashes. Flirty eyes? Just flutter on 
Frosted ‘Roll-On-Mascara’. Tiger eyes? 
Shimmer your upper lids with ‘Gold 
Frosted’ Green Pan Shadow. Jewel eyes? 


Tip your lashes with gold, with silver! 


That’s ‘The Look’! It’s the wizard of 


fashion... -your entrée to excitement! 


Vibrant! 

Eye Shadow Sticks. 
Here, shy and unshy 
Violets...from a 
collection of 

14 dramatic shades. 


’ Gala § 
New Gold-and-Silver 


. “eye makers a la carte’ 


to tip your lashes 


with luminous luxu 
Jewels by Van Cleef ez Arpels. Hat by Mr. John. ©Revlon, Inc., 1960. ied 
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confidentially... 











... I'm 20 years old and write lyrics and 
poems to music. I'd like to write to any- 
one who likes to sing or write tunes. Rock 
‘n’ roll’s my favorite. 

A/2C CAMPBELL 
AF 77 Box 45 
633rd AC&W Sqdron 

APO 231 

New York, N. Y. 





... Change of address for Evelyn Rudie’s 
fan club: 
Eppie RICHARDSON 
1816 Fountain Ave. 
Apt. 202 
Hollywood 29, Calif. 





... I'm 21, love the 
States, show business, 
Photoplay and Koo- 
kie. Would someone 
around my age like 
to write to me on 
these subjects? 
IsapeL PAQUET 
Rua Maria Angelica, 
510 Jardim, Botanico 
Rio de Janeiro 
Brazil 





... I'm a Finnish girl of 13. I would 
love to correspond with boys and girls all 
over the world. I write in English and 
German. I’m intersted in rock ‘n’ roll and 
films. 

BircittaA RUSETSKY 
Pentbygatan 6 
Karis 


Finland 





I have hundreds of pics of stars 
will gladly trade for any pics of 


which | 
Gail Davis and Gene Autry. 
BETTY 
104 Montana Ave. 
W. Ashville, N. C. 


MESSER 





; We've just started a fan club for 
Annette. Those kids who live east of the 
Mississippi, and want to join write to: 

Vic Costazo, Jr. 
P.O. Box 1233 
Rochester 3, N. Y. 
and those who live west of the 
Mississippi, write to: 
Roya MacKenzie. Jr. 
1553 West Grand 
Beloit, Wis. 





like 


corre- 


I would 
very much to 
spond with girls and 
boys from all over the 
world. My _ hobbies 
are learning about 
other countries, trav- 
eling and films stars. 
I will correspond in 
English or French. 
Humay Azer 
Harbiye, Kayabatum 
sk 21/4 
Istanbul, Turkey 





I would love 
to have pen pals from 
the U.S.A. as well as 
anywhere’ in the 
world. I decided to 
write in as soon as I 
saw my sister’s mail 
box getting filled with 
piles of letters. So I, 
too, would like my 
mail box to be filled. 
I'm 1344, have black hair and eyes, and 
my hobbies are football, singing, Cha-Cha. 
LEONARD SoH 
P.W.D. 24 Princes 
Kuala Lumpur 
Selangor, Malaya 


Rd. 





.. . Thank you for publishing my letter 
in Photoplay. I've received 209 letters and 
I'm trying very hard to reply to every one 
of them. So if those who have not heard 
from me yet, please be a little patient 
and I promise you that you'll hear from 
me sooner or later. 

BENITA SoH 
P.W.D. 24 Princes 
Kuala Lumpur 
Selangor, Malaya 


Rd. 





... The new official fan club for Edward 
Byrnes: 
Marcie STAPLETON, Pres. 
P.O. Box 1550 


Hollywood 28, Calif. 





How about joining a fan club for 
Frank Sinatra? Dues are only $1.25 a year 
for which you receive a bulletin and map 
every two months, membership card and 
snapshot. Get with it kids—join a real 
“gasser” of a club. 
Betty Brown 
5036 Haverford Ave. 
Philadelphia 39, Pa. 





... 1 am very fond 
of pen pals. So much 
so, that sometimes the 
whole of my pocket- 
money goes for it. But 
I still desire to make 
more friends from dif- 
ferent countries. 
Asput Matin KHAN 
712/6 Fatima Sinnah 
Colony 
M. A. Sinnah Rd. 


Karachi 5, Pakistan 





. . . We are twins living on a tea estate 
in India and find it very difficult to obtain 
film stars’ pictures. So if anyone is. giving 
away pictures of Tony Curtis or Tony 
Perkins, we would be extremely grateful 
to receive them. 

MAUREEN & TERRY YEARSLEY 
Devikulam Estate 

Munnar P.O., 

High Range, Kerala 

South India 





Need members for a fan club? Want a pen pal? 
Like to exchange fads? Write: Confidentially, 
Photoplay, 205 East 42nd St., New York 17, N.Y. 





POUUEUUEECODEAGUEEACUREOOE ODOR EOORUEEERCCCUEE UTERO EERO DEER DE EEE 








HOVERED 














Family Man 


When Jerry Lewis was on location, ne’ 
too long ago, he was staying at one of the 
large hotel-motel type places in Yuma, 
Arizona. Jerry’s family came with him— 
his children, wife Patti and their maid. We 
hotel maids would stick our heads out and 
watch with curiosity as Jerry came tromp- 
ing in around four o'clock every afternoon 
after shooting, I guess, and he would take 
the baby, pitch him up and down and sit 
by the pool and hold him on his lap. 

Occasionally, we would see Jerzy and 
Patti straighten out a fight between the 
other boys—just like any other normal, 
American family. 

The new baby, Anthony Joseph, born 
October fifteenth, is a lucky boy. Hats 
off to Jerry Lewis and his wonderful little 
family. 

Lucttte Jacony 
Cathedral City, Calif. 


Wonderful Guy 


I want to tell everyone about a wonderful 
guy. His name is Mark Damon and he 
is the sweetest, most adorable person you 
could ever want to meet. I was one of 
the lucky girls who met Mark when he 
was in New York a while ago. He even 
gave me the label from his shirt! 

Mary Carino 
Greenwich, Conn. 


Look Alike 


Manfred is a classmate of mine and I and 
all my friends think that he looks somewhat 
like Elvis Presley. 

Heipe BENSTEM 
Germany 


Parody 


“It Started With a Kiss,” when “Gidget” 
made “Love in the Afternoon” to the “Man 
Who Knew Too Much.” She looked like a 
“Blue Angel” when she climbed into her 
“Blue Denim” to go with her man to see 
“The Big Circus.” “Marjorie Morningstar” 
was there with “Yellowstone Kelly” and 
“Bess,” of course, was with “Porgy.” After 
lunch, “Gidget” felt a “Touch of Evil” and 
agreed she had “Too Much, Too Soon.” 

All in all, it was such a “Holiday for 
Lovers” that they didn’t get home until 
“The Middle of the Night.” 

D. Davis 
St. Louis, Mo. 





Write to Readers Inc., Photoplay, 205 E. 42nd 
St., New York 17, N. Y. We regret we cannot 
answer or return unpublished letters. To start 
fan clubs or write stars, contact their studios. 
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Send thirty-five cents (in coin) for each pattern to: Photoplay Needlework, P.O. 
Box 123, Old Chelsea Station, N.Y. 11, N.Y. Add 5¢ for each pattern for Ist class 
mailing. Send additional 25¢ for Photoplay’s 1960 Needlework Catalog. For the 
Spring and Summer Catalog of Printed Dress Patterns, send additional 25¢. 







Now that she’s married, Margaret 
O’Brien’s glad she can sew. She’s 
in Par.s “Heller in Pink Tights.” 





























ters. Pattern pieces, transfer, Misses’ 


sizes small, medium, large included. | 


7131—‘“Paint” a picture in viv- 
id cross-stitch panels. Transfers 
8x21”, color chart, directions. 
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577—Lunch or buffet set. Directions 
to crochet 16x 24” centerpiece; 15 
x 18”, 5x 9” doilies in No. 30 cotton. 


964—Trim a sunsuit for a boy or 
girl. Embroidery transfers for both, 
pattern pieces for sizes 1-4 years. 


YOUR NEEDLEWORK Your all day 


| 





vell O 





972—For sun fun, jiffy wrap hal- | 


fragrance 


scents, smooths, clings 
more lovingly, more lastingly 


than costly cologne 





No cologne prolongs and protects 
your daintiness like Cashmere 
Bouquet Talc. Never evaporates. 
Never dries your skin. Leaves 
you silken-smooth, flower-fresh all 
over. Make Cashmere Bouquet 
... pure, imported Italian Talc... 
your all day Veil of Fragrance. 


Cashmere 
Bouquet Tale . 


the fragrance men love 
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NOW- 
TOTAL RELIEF 
FROM 





PERIODIC 


DISTRESS 


FEMICIN © 


TABLETS 
Hospital-tested, prescription-type 


formula provides total 
treatment in a single tablet! 





ACTS INSTANTLY TO 


© STOP CRAMPS 


® OVERCOME 
DEPRESSION 


® CALM 
JUMPY NERVES 


© ELIMINATE 
ACHES & PAINS 


e COMBAT 
PUFFINESS 





Worked even when others failed! 


Now, through a revolutionary discovery of | 
medical science, a new, prescription-type tab- 
let provides total relief from periodic com- 
plaints. When cramps and pains strike, 
FEMICIN’S exclusive ingredients act in- 
stantly to end your suffering and give you 
back a sense of well-being. If taken before 
pain starts—at those first signs of heaviness 
and distress—further discomforts may never 
develop. No simple aspirin compound can give 
you this complete relief. Get FEMICIN at 
your drugstore today! It must give you 
greater relief than you have ever experienced 
or your purchase price will be refunded. 


For samples and information booklet, “What | 
You Should Know About Yourself As a 
Woman!” send 10¢ for postage and handling. 
Box 225, Dept. T56, Church St. Sta., N.Y.8, N.Y. 
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tasonatone 


©1959 


get more out of life— 


go out to a 


movie 


What’s on tonight? 
You’ve got to go out 
to see the best! Look for 
these new pictures 


at your favorite theater 


- 





yr? 


| Ja 
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Home From the Hill 


M-G-M; CINEMASCOPE, METROCOLOR 

Unless all the fiction writers are in 

a conspiracy to fool us, it certainly 
seems as if families in the South have 
the strangest way of getting them- 
selves all tangled up. It takes young 
George Hamilton at least half the 
picture to figure out dad Robert 
Mitchum’s complicated affairs (left, 
at bottom). His discovery comes as a 
shock, and the situation it sets up is 
unusual and loaded with emotion. 
Mitchum’s character is an odd one: 
a feudal type stranded in the present 
day; a huntin’, shootin’ gentleman 
who owns most of the town and sur- 
rounding territory—and thinks he 
owns the women, too, at least tem- 


porarily. That attitude hasn’t en- 
deared him to George’s possessive 


mother (Eleanor Parker). This 
Hamilton boy, intense and darkly 
handsome, is a fascinating newcomer. 
But the real hit of the picture is 
scored by another George. You'll like 
blond, husky George Peppard as the 
young mystery man, a sort of grown- 
up Huck Finn, who’s been on his own 
since he was a little boy nobody 
wanted. Luana Patten’s a young girl 
who’s involved with both Georges in 
a very strange and pathetic triangle. 


ADULT 


The Last Voyage 


M-G-M; METROCOLOR 


“Show them no mercy” is_ the 
watchword of this seagoing thriller— 
“them” being us, the audience. The 
husband-and-wife movie-making team 
of Andrew and Virginia Stone. old 
hands at suspense, draw the tension 
so taut that you’re sure neither it 
nor your nerves can last for another 
inch. Then the Stones think up an- 
other gimmick to pull it still tighter. 
We’re put through the last hours of 
an old luxury a Pacific 
Passenger Bob Stack is 
Dorothy 
Malone, who is trapped in the wreck- 
age of their stateroom (left, at top). 
Captain George Sanders, the model 
of a dashing skipper in the dining 


liner on 
crossing. 
wife, 


trying to free his 


salon, is turning out to be a complete 
flop up on the bridge. Down in an 
engine room that’s rapidly being 
flooded, Edmond O’Brien is raging 


over his chief’s indecision. All very 


nervous!—and it keeps getting ner- 
vouser. The studio isn’t supposed to 
admit it, but it’s generally known that 
the movie’s doomed ship is a genuine 
the Ile de 
France, scrapped after the film’s end. 


FAMILY 


great lady of the sea, 


Guns of the Timberland 
WARNERS,. TECHNICOLOR 
Guess youd call this a western; 
except the good guys and the bad 
guys are fighting over trees rather 
than cows. Rancher Jeanne Crain 
says. “Spare those trees!” But Alan 
Ladd and Gilbert Roland never heard 
of conservation; they have a permit 
to cut timber, and they’re a-gonna 
cut it. So tempers explode, and the 
gunfire and dynamite blasts start, 
too. It’s a lively enough action yarn, 
but younger moviegoers will be in- 
terested in it mostly as the movie 
debut picture for Frankie Avalon 
and Alana Ladd. In spite of her 
Hollywood upbringing, Alan’s pretty 
daughter isn’t as much at ease as 
Frankie, who cuts quite a pleasing 
figure up there on the big. colorful 
screen, acting away and singing two 
songs. FAMILY 


The World of Apu 


HARRISON; DIALOGUE IN BENGALI, 
TITLES IN ENGLISH 


Nobody who merely visited India 
(no matter for how long) could see 
it as clearly as Satyajit Ray does, 
with his loving yet honest eyes. This 
is the director’s third chapter in his 
who was a_ small 
*Pather 


and a big-city youth in “Aparajito.” 


story 


of Apu, 
country boy in Panchali” 
Now the young man, whose home ties 
and family ties are broken, tries to 
build a family of his own—and be- 
comes a wanderer, looking desper- 
ately for his place in the world. The 
(that’s the 
up Apu’s calling) is pretty familiar 
in fiction everywhere, so this picture 
hasn’t quite the freshness of the first 
two. But director Ray still gives us 


sensitive writer grown- 


the most careful and searching view 
of modern life on any screen. — aputr 


A Dog of Flanders 20TH; CINEMA- 
SCOPE, DE LUXE COLOR 
Well. it seems David Ladd was no 


flash in the pan. If you thought Alan 


(Continued ) 
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Here’s 
one wonderful 
way to give your 
wardrobe an extra 
lease on life! It’s 
Kleinert’s Dri-Kleen— 
the dress shields that 
not only keep your clo- 
thes fresh, but keep them- 
selves fresh, too!!!! And 
that’s because these lusty 
little wonders do actually 
go off to the dry cleaners. 
No other dress shield can 
make this statement. Rub- 
ber-lined and covered with 
nainsook—a-soft-as-a-kit- 
ten’s-ear muslin (dictionary 
meaning, quite appropri- 
ately we think—“‘eye de- 
light’’) which only goes 
to prove once more— 
‘‘When necessities are 
niceties, you know 
they’re Kleinert’s’’!!! 
Comes in spanky 
crisp go-with- 
all white and 
costs only 
a pit- 
tance 
.69¢ 
al- 
ways 
safe, 
never 
sorry 
when 
you’re 
wearing 
Dri-Kleen, 
smartest 
thing to 
have up 
all your 
sleeves 
day in, 
day 
out 


DRI-KLEEN SHIELD ° 














free as all 
outdoors! 


use Tampax—and forget | 


there’s a difference in 
days of the month! 


Tampax never lets its presence be 


felt. Imparts a sense of sureness in 
everything you do. For nothing can 








MOVIES continued 


Ladd’s. boy was appealing in “The 
Proud Rebel,” you'll like him even 
better in his very own movie. David's 
a fine juvenile hero, sturdy and nat- 
ural. If the film’s title rings a bell, 
that’s because Ouida’s book has been 
a fixture on the children’s shelf for a 
few generations back. And nobody’s 
tried to jazz it up. It still has the fla- 
vor of more than half-a-century ago, 
when it seems the world was full of 
poor orphan boys bravely making 
their own way® (usually in the snow). 
When grandpa Donald Crisp is gone, 
David’s only friends are his big, loyal 
cart dog and an outspoken, slightly 
Bohemian painter. As the artist, 
Theodore Bikel adds a welcome dash 
of salt to the sugar, and Monique 
Ahrens is mighty pretty as his model. 
Seeing the wide sweep of the Low- 
lands and the quaint Dutch houses, 
you ll agree the location trip was 


worthwhile. FAMILY 


BUENA VISTA, 
TECHNICOLOR 


For a wonder, here’s a second 


Toby Tyler 


good whole-family picture in one 
month! David Ladd has a rival in 
chunky Kevin Corcoran (you remem- 
ber him as the kid brother of “The 
Shaggy Dog”). Kevin’s a 19th Cen- 
tury orphan, too—an American farm 
boy who slips off to work for a circus, 
which is probably one of the smallest 
shows on earth. Like its young star, 
the movie has a delightfully matter- 
of-fact Kevin finds this 
circus is no dream-come-true, but a 
outfit 
everybody talks tough. (Only one guy 


manner; 


hard-working where nearly 
acts that way, though.) This is nearly 
unique among Disney pictures—no 
scary stuff! The small fry won’t have 
nightmares, though they may wail 
over the danger to Mr. Stubbs (he’s 
Kevin’s pal, a mischievous chimp). 


FAMILY 


Flashbacks show the lady was a cool 
customer, anxious to preserve her 
comfortable marriage to a very im- 
portant Englishman. But there’s a 
surprise on the way! For a fillip of 
realism, a class-prejudice angle is 
tossed in. Seems the detective is per- 
sonally sensitive on that subject. 


ADULT 


Seven Thieves 20TH, CINEMASCOPE 

“The perfect crime” is with us 
again, a fascinating idea to most 
meek, usually law-abiding characters. 
This time it’s Edward G. Robinson, 
as a mild old ex-professor, who 
dreams it up, and it’s a beaut. He 
wants to clean out the vault at the 
Monte Carlo Casino, and he’s lined 
up a shady crew to pull the job, with 
Rod Steiger in command. Most deco- 
rative of the thieves is Joan Collins, 
who shows off a considerable amount 
of a shape that’s just about perfect. 
The crime isn’t, but it’s generally 
entertaining, if not very credible 
(luckily for that nice ruling family of 
Monaco). amas 


Once More, With Feeling 
- COLU MBIA, TECHNICOLOR 
Each time this nutty comedy starts 


sagging into too much talk, two 
dazzling personalities come to the 
rescue and put the bounce back into 
it. The first is Yul Brynner as a long- 
hair conductor—now there’s a piece 
of casting! But Yul sticks to his usual 
hairdo (except for one scene) and 
throws the most awe-inspiring fits of 
Mostly 
you'll want to see the picture because 
it’s the last made by the late Kay 
Kendall, who plays Yul’s wife. Her 


rare gift for clowning seems extra- 


temperament you ever saw. 


precious now. And her beauty is 
more remarkable because she appears 
to be so unconscious of it (even in a 
series of very striking outfits by Gi- 


show. No one can know. Without | 
odor—without cumbersome remind- 
ers—you're cool, clean, fresh—the| jn the neatest British tradition. Even 
way you want to be! Try Tampax® | though detective Stanley Baker has a 
this month. Regular, Super, Junior | miserable, unglamorous cold in the 
absorbencies, available wherever | head, the case he’s on is a stylish one. 
such products are sold. | Germany’s good-looking Hardy Kru- 
P | ger, as a poor young Dutch painter, 
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Chance Meeting celina y) ADULT 


Here’s a slick, smart guessing game 


P ° 20TH, 
Sink the Bismarck! CINEMASCOPE 


Just to give us the feeling that 
we're watching an actual news event, 





Edward R. Murrow comes on, play- 
ing his younger self, and introduces 
this sea epic of World War II. It’s all 
about the desperate British effort to 
find and destroy Nazi Germany’s 


is accused of murdering Micheline 


Presle, his sophisticated mistress. 
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newest and mightiest ship, before she 
can sneak out and attack convoys. A 
few fictitious characters have been 
slipped in, like Kenneth More as the 
Royal Navy officer who plans the 
operation and Dana Wynter as the 
pretty Wren who assists him. Other- 
wise, it’s all true—and so suspenseful 
while you're 
watching it, who won that war. Funny 
thing, though—it’s sort of nostalgic, 
too. With all the 
poised over our heads nowadays, 
these fighting ships might as well be 
picturesque square-riggers. 


you almost forget, 


super-weapons 


FAMILY 


COLU MBIA; 


Swan Lake EASTMAN COLOR 
cultural-ex- 


Thanks to the US. 

change agreement with the U.S.S.R., 
we're invited to a performance of 
Tchaikowsky’s fairytale suite at the 
Bolshoi Theater in Moscow. It’s a 
delight as long as we can concentrate 
on ballerina Maya Plisetskaya; every 
miraculously controlled motion of her 
whole body is pure poetry. But her 
work is chopped up by clumsy close- 
ups; the sound track is a far cry from 
hi-fi; and there are too many shots 
of the theater and especially the audi- 
ence. You feel like hollering at those 
faraway fans, “Down in front!” 


FAMILY 


Hell Bent for Leather Ut; 
CINEMASCOPE, EASTMAN COLOR 

If you’re mad for westerns, you'll 
be satisfied with this modest Audie 
Murphy item. It puts Audie in the 
familiar fix of the innocent traveler 
who’s mistaken for a desperado. 
Felicia Farr is the usual expert char- 
acter-reader, smarter than the would- 
be lynch mob. In the past, you could 
rely on most of Audie’s horse operas 
for a nice humorous slant. All you 
get this time is one grimly amusing 
scene with good actor Robert Middle- 
ton. FAMILY 


The Rise and Fall of 
Legs Diamond 
There’s some grim humor at the 
beginning of this old-time-gangster 
saga, too. Ray Danton’s behavior in 
the title role is so outrageous, it’s 
funny. But then the picture settles 
down to standard shoot-em-up stuff; 
the mere fact that a lot of real names 


WARNERS 












are thrown around doesn’t make it 
much more interesting. The heroine 
of this one (Karen Steele) isn’t such 
an expert character-reader; it takes 
her most of the movie to recognize 
the true nature of the monster she 
loves. 


ADULT 


Babette Goes to War COLUMBIA; 


CINEMASCOPE, EASTMAN COLOR; 
DIALOGUE IN FRENCH, TITLES IN ENGLISH 


It’s hard to make a funny picture on 
a serious subject, but Bardot & Co. 
have happily managed to do just that. 
Brigitte is not only fully dressed at all 
times, but she plays a nice girl, a 
lovable little character who blunders 
into the French underground, while 
the Nazis think she’s working for them. 
Jacques Charrier (who’s her off- 
screen husband) is a handsome Free 
French officer, and Ronald Howard’s 
the eccentric Englishman who master- 
minds Brigitte’s adventure into Oc- 
cupied France, where Francis Blanche 
actually gets a lot of laughs as a Ges- 
tapo chief. In fact, the picture’s a neat 
job all around, a smart suspense com- 
edy. Brigitte herself doesn’t do any- 
thing shocking, but there are a few 
spicy situations. They're handled very 
discreetly, but we'd still better call 
this . 


ADULT 


20TH; 
CINEMASCOPE 


The 3rd Voice 
Right at the beginning of this pic- 
ture, Laraine Day shoots her faithless 
lover dead, and then she leaves his 
body on the living-room floor and goes 
calmly into the bedroom to put some 
polish on her nails—with a steady 
hand, too. That'll give you a good idea 
of what a cool customer she is, and 
what an ironically tough movie this 
is. As her partner in the plot, Edmond 
O’Brien is a match for her. She has 
carefully trained him for the risky 
job of impersonating the murdered 
man, who was a financial big shot, 
and ... Well, it all gets wildly com- 
plicated, but it isn’t hard to follow, 
because the story is told so smoothly. 
About the only sympathetic character 
in sight is Julie London, a girl O’Brien 
very easily picks up in a hotel bar. If 
you're on your toes, you may spot 
some giveaway clues, but the finish is 
more likely to be a real surprise. 


ADULT 
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Sana Llaillons 


Bits and Pieces: A long and amusing let- 
ft to 
me of his new platter, “Bits and Pieces.” | 


ter accompanied Tony Randall's gi 
wonder if Tony didn’t snitch that title from 
me, after all. I've been using that heading 
for a long, long time. .. . Charlton Heston 
feels people who live in glass houses should 
never move to New York. Charlton had no 
sooner taken possession of his glass house, 
atop a California mountain, than he took 
off for Broadway and the play “The Tum- 
bler.” And there stands that beautiful Cali- 
fornia vista with no one to view it... . The 
feeling is that Anna Kashfi Brando was 
badly advised by well-meaning friends in 
her arguments with Marlon over visitation 
rights to their son Chris. But Superior Court Judge Allen T. 
Lynch finally took care of that ugly mess and now Marlon is 
permitted to have the boy he adores for short periods twice a 
week. . . . Liz Taylor, in establishing a trust fund for her 
three children—“those grave, those quiet, those questioning 
children” as someone termed them—made a wise move. These 

serious little ones seem 

to need all sorts of se- 

curity—financial and 

emotional. Understand 

Liz’s son Chris imitates 

Eddie Fisher’s sing- 


ing. gestures and all. 


The Charlton Hestons are sorry. 


Judi’s happier. Anything to do with Jim Mitchum? 


INSIDE 


STUFF 


John Saxon tells me the real truth about rumors on him and Vicki Thal. 


Close-ups: John Saxon is quietly dating other girls. “Vicki 
and I were never married,” he now confesses, “and she’s free 
... Jacek Lemmon would have had a stroke 
had he known how frantically Glenn Ford tried to date his 
best girl, Felicia Farr, before he left for England. On the 
other hand, it may have jolted Jack into realizing what a 
prize he has in Felicia. . . . Millie Perkins took off for Lon- 
don to visit her best beau, Dean Stockwell, without a word 


to date, too.” 


to anyone. Dean is making a movie in England and Millie 
couldn't bear the separation. . . . Doris Day is all ablaze 
since Rex Harrison agreed to co-star in her “Matilda 
Shouted Fire.” Rex is one of the best in the acting business 
and Doris is thrilled to the absolute bursting point. 
Peter Lawford hustled over to 
furrier, Abe Lipsey. and or- 
dered a full length. broadtail 
coat as a gift to his wife the 
day her brother, Senator John 
Kennedy, became a president- 
ial nominee. And should Sena- 
tor Kennedy win the presidency, 
wont it seem strange to have 
Peter and his pals, Frank 
Sinatra and Sammy Davis 
Jr., roaming around the White 
House? ... Judi Meredith’s 
romance with Barry Coe may 
have ended in disappointment 
but you couldn’t tell it from Judi 
these days. The town’s bachelors 
are really giving Miss Meredith 
a whirl. 








MER Ho 


The man in Dot’s life is not her Derby escort, Roger. 


Fads and Foibles: It’s chic to wear red satin slippers with 
pink evening dresses. At Johnny Mathis’ opening at the 
Cocoanut Grove, Zsa Zsa Gabor trotted from table to table 
to show off her red slippers. “It’s Dior’s idea, dollink,” she 
enthused. A few evenings previous, Zsa Zsa showed up at an 
elegant party all done up in white chiffon edged with ostrich 
feathers. After she leaned over to kiss me,, 1 combed ostrich 
fuzz out of my hair for a week. A beautiful and amusing 
woman this Zsa Zsa... . 


Babies, Babies Every- 
where:—“I want a child of 
my own,” confided Ava 
Gardner some time ago. “I 
will never be lonely again if 
only I can have a child.” 
Ava’s dream is now about to 
come true and adoption pa- 
pers may be taken out any 
day now. . . . Steve Law- 
rence tore up from his Army 
post at Fort Monmouth, New 
Jersey, to be with his wife, 
singer Eydie Gorme, when 
their son was born at Doc- 
tor’s Hospital in New York. 
Papa Jaeques Char- 

rier greeted the crowds out- 
side his Paris apartment with 
a big happy grin. “It’s a 
boy,” he called. “We call him 
Nicolas Jacques.” And so 
Brigitte Bardot Charrier 
had her first child, while in 
a cafe nearby Jacques or- 
dered champagne for all. 
. And if Loretta Young 
isn’t just about the youngest 
and happiest grandmother 
that ever so gracefully swung 
through an open TV door, 
then I give up. Loretta’s 
daughter’s baby girl is, of 






course, its grandmother’s Pa is 


pride and joy. 





W onder if baby Nicolas will change Brigitte? 





Mail Box Corner: Letters and greetings poured in this 
month. Among them, one from my friend Van Johnson, 
now living in Switzerland. | remember so well when Van’s 
popularity among fans equaled that of Elvis today. Unfor- 
tunately, his marriage to Evy Wynn, divorced wife of his 
best friend Keenan Wynn, spelled doom to the big freckled- 
faced redhead and today his few movies are usually made in 
Europe. . . . Will Marilyn Gavran please send me her ad- 
dress once again. I seem to have mislaid it and so many 
readers want to join the Nelson Eddy fan club. ... Marlene 
Schultz of Mayville, Wisconsin, is a real Earl Holliman 
fan and would love an autographed picture of her idol. Earl 
—please oblige. . . . Vivian Nelson of Helena, Montana, is 
so grateful for the mention of those former screen idols and 
hopes we keep stressing “those stars of yesterday.” ... Anna 
Van Hausen of Paterson, New Jersey, writes that hers is 
the only National Fan Club for Robert Fuller of the “Lara- 
mie” TV series and tells how devoted Robert is to the club. 
...M. A. Pearce writes to ask “Who is Ralph Meeker?” 
Let’s say he’s that handsome and virile actor of stage and 
screen who has been woefully neglected by Hollywood, but 
may soon appear in a TV series. ... And to Bobby Jean of 
Mississippi, start right where you are to act in school plays 
and little theaters and one day, my dear, you may be dis- 
covered. I do hope so. 





A Line or Two: Ask those seasoned men who 
drive stars around studio lots who their fav- 
orite is, and they come up with one answer— 
Barbara Stanwyck. “She’s the greatest, the 
most thoughtful, the most human,” they claim. 
I decided she was also the handsomest woman 
in town, with her natural grey hair and trim 
figure... . Steve Boyd, the Messala of “Ben- 
Hur,” seems to me one of the loneliest souls 
in town. “I’m alone, but not lonely,” he con- 
fided. I can tell him if Connie Francis had 
her way, Steve’s life would be a happy one. 
... If “The Alaskans” TV series folds, as ru- 
mored, maybe Dorothy Provine will respond 
to Buddy Bregman’s wooing, and Roger 
Moore will play the lead in Errol Flynn’s 
story, “My Wicked Wicked Ways.” (Continued) 








continued 


A Day at the Studio: Bob Horton sat at the 
table behind me and Ward Bond two tables 
away, at lunch in the dining room of Universal 
studios. Even with his arch enemy, Ward Bond, 
nearby, Bob seemed more relaxed than usual, it seemed to 
me. | wonder why? John Ireland, David Wayne, 
Venetia Stevenson, cowboys, Indians, agents and writers, 
were all milling about discussing their favorite subject 
television. But over on Stage 26, Kirk Douglas was still 
making love to Jean Simmons, for that ever lovin’, ever 
livin’ movie “Spartacus” that goes on and on and on. And 
on Stage 18, producer Ross Hunter’s “Portrait in Black” 
was in full bloom with Lana Turner and Sandra Dee in 
the midst of a heavy, dramatic scene. And what two beauties 
they are, again playing mother and daughter as in “Imitation 
of Life.” As I watched Lana through the scene, I suddenly 
recalled a prediction she’d mentioned to me all of ten years 
ago. It seems an astrologer had told her that no matter 
how glaring the headlines, the scandals, the tragedies 
that lay ahead, her 
career would go 
right on zooming 
upward. And how 
right he proved to 
be... . Later, in her 
dressing room, San- 
dra Dee had me 
drooling over the 
Jean Louis ward- 
robe she wears in 
the movie and which 
the studio gave her 
outright as a gift. 
And what a figure 
for those dreamy, 
dreamy clothes! 
It’s a fact her waist 
measures 19”! But 
oh those clothes! 
Grey tweed suit and 
coat, green chiffon 
For Jeanne and Paul, six is lucky. with ermine- 
. trimmed green vel- 
vet coat, a brown tweed with beaver trim and a beaver hat. 
Sandra’s mother was all excited about an original painting 
Ross Hunter had given her and Sandra for their new house. 
Sandra has another “Gidget” movie after “Portrait” and then 
she flies to Europe for “Romanoff and Juliet.” .. . On a Mon- 
day, I stood chatting away with Jeanne Crain on Rodeo 
Drive, and the following day, Jeanne and Paul Brinkman 
became the parents of little Mary Jo, their sixth child. 


Young Set: George 
Hamilton and Susan 
Kohner played brother 
and sister in “All the Fine 
Young Cannibals,” but 
off-screen, they date like 
crazy. George, in his Ivy 
League tux, and Susan, in 
her Sophia original, step 
high, wide and handsome. Sandra calls it the sideswipe. 
After the release of “Home 

From the Hill,” M-G-M expects young Hamilton to emerge 
“your favorite.” ... It's The Thing to get away from curls 
and swirls and wear one’s hair in a smooth sweep. Sandra 
Dee calls hers the “Dee Sideswipe” and naturally on her it’s 
divine. . . . It’s smart these days out here to wear three shades 
of eye shadow, one above the other—black next to the lashes, 
with a line of green above and finally topped by a thin line 
of blue. So mysterious. . . . It’s elegant, too, to wear jeweled 
chokers but it’s more fun to wear fake ones, gobs and gobs of 
them. . . . And if Gloria Swanson is a living example (and 


she is) of health food diets—organic vegetables and estrogen 
free meats—then it’s sensible to get on the wheat germ band- 
wagon. What a beauty this Swanson! And at her age, yet. 


(Continued ) 


I Look Back: I saw her first in the 
year 1926 and decided, then, that de- 
spite the plump figure and foreign 
clothes, this unknown woman was the 
most beautiful I had ever seen. When 
later 1 saw her on the screen in “The 
Torrent,” I realized, along with M-G-M, 
this Greta Garbo was also a great 
artist. The studio hadn’t really wanted 
her and accepted her only as part of 
their contract bargain with Swedish director Maurice Stiller. 
But Stiller, who proved a failure, returned to Sweden to die of 
a broken heart and Garbo, slim and chic in her Adrian clothes, 
went on to make history in those passionate silent films with the 
current rage, John Gilbert. When talkies arrived, Gilbert failed 
to make the grade, despite Garbo’s kindness and help. And the 
former idol, who loved Garbo so desperately, finally succumbed 
to the pain of bitter disappointment. The death of these two 
men who loved her, drove Garbo to a deeper inner seclusion and 
her “I vant to be alone” became a byword. With the laughter 
of her “Ninotchka” and the tragedy of her beautiful “Camille,” 
Garbo became a legend in her own life, an actress conceded to 
be the greatest, yet one who was never given an Oscar. Now re- 
tired, Garbo roams the world still alone and never yet equaled 
in the greatness of her talent. 
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When its important to look your very best 


is the make-up for you 


Looking wonderful and knowing it is the secret of a woman’s self- 
confidence. It’s the way you feel when candlelight bathes your face 
... soft, warm, glowing. It’s the way you look when your make-up is 
“Touch-and-Glow’ by Revlon. For this is the make-up that captures 
the fabulous flattery of candlelight on your complexion...in any 


light! No wonder more smart women wear “Touch-and-Glow’ than 


Bt *Touch-and-Glow’ Liquid Make-up 
ze e £ | fora delicate glow of color... 
. Matching Face Powder adds a sheer 
velvet-smooth finish . . . 


Costume by Sarmi, Inc. + Jewels by Van Cleef & Arpeis @©Revlon, Inc. 1960 NEW YORK « LONDON + PARIS Pressed P< »wder for the perfect touch-up. 


any other liquid make-up. Shouldn't you? 





INSIDE 


continued 


Around Town: Debbie Reynolds arrived home from the 
day’s shooting on “Pleasure of His Company” with a story 
for littke Carrie. “Today | wore a beautiful dress that one 
day will be yours.” she told Carrie. “It’s a bride’s dress 
made of wonderful old lace and I’m putting it away for the 
time when you grow up. fall in love and become a bride.” 
“Will it be tomorrow?” Carrie asked. “No, not tomorrow.” 
Debbie assured her. “but someday.” After Debbie’s name 
appeared on the worst-dressed poll. Paramount gave Debbie 
the Edith Head wardrobe she wears in this particular 
movie—the wedding dress among them. . . . When Kay 
Gable’s children “Bunker” and Joanie had their tonsils 
removed, the kids insisted Clark 
and Kay stay overnight in the 
hospital. “For a minute there | 
was afraid I’d have to promise to 
have my tonsils out. too.” Clark 
grinned. He’s so crazy about those 
two children it really wouldn't 
have surprised me at all if he did 
have them removed. The Gables 
had just moved bag and baggage 
into their new Palm Springs 
house only a few weeks before. 
and had to return to town be- 
cause of this tonsil business. 


Jill and Lance are keeping their promise. They look surprised, but I'm not. 


Orange Blossoms: The bride wore a plain silk dress 
and a temperature of 103 when Julie London mar- 
ried her long-time suitor. Bobby Troup, in her home 
just before a group of guests were due to arrive. “I have the 
flu and I’m married.” Julie greeted her friends who weren't 
sure whether to shower the bride with rice or aspirin. . . . 
“The courtship is now over.” Darryl Hickman assured 
Pamela Lincoln after fifteen months of wooing. “Now we 
get married,” Darryl said. “Yes dear.” sighed Pamela as 
Darryl led his lady love to the marriage license bureau. . . . 
“It’s almost spring and now Lance and I will be married as 
we told you.” Jill St. John said. Which is wonderful with 
me, as I’m fond of both Jill and the handsome Lance 
Reventlow. “And | worked out the problem of Lance’s 
sport car racing,” Jill added. “I won’t go to see him race and 
then I won’t get so nervous about it.” And Lance’s mother, 
the fabulous Barbara Hutton, has given her approval of 
the bride, I’m told. . . . Fess Parker took his secretary 
Marcy Rinehart as his ever-loving bride in the town of 
Santa Barbara where the couple will make their home. Fess 
will commute to Hollywood in his own helicopter. if you 
please, and Mrs. Parker will continue as her husband’s 
business partner in his record company and various other 
enterprises. Which makes it cozy. . . . Hollywood, it seems, 
has its eye on a young beauty called Juliet Prowse. But 
so has Frank Sinatra. Juliet and Frank made “Can Can” 
together and now they are both constantly in each other’s 
company. Wonder if anything will come from this. 


Unbelievable: 
Marilyn Mon- 
roe’s invite. to 
meet her co-star 
Yves Montand. 
was’ handwritten 
and, surprisingly, 
Marilyn was on 
time for the party 
and couldn’t have 
been more gracious 
or more lovely in 
her pale chiffon. A 
few evenings be- 
fore. Marilyn was 
scarcely recogniza- 
ble in Chasen’s res- 
taurant. with over- 
done eye makeup, 
the lowest possible 
cut top with odd Clark and Kay had a narrow escape. 
slacks and her hair 

piled on top of her 

head, on which rested a pair of dark glasses. She sat as close 
as possible to husband Arthur Miller, whom she fed huge 
forkfuls of marinated herring. The contrast between this 
Marilyn, so unbecomingly dowdy, and the gracious hostess 
at the Montand cocktail party, was almost unbelievable. 
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Van and Vicki fooled their friends. 


Cal York’s Jottings: 


The whole town mourned along with 
Joe Cotten, whose wife died quite 
suddenly in Rome. The Cottens had 


been one of Hollywood’s happiest and 


most constant couples. . . . Dick | 


Powell and June Allyson sold their 
Mandeville Canyon home for a _half- 
million dollars in favor of a smaller 
house in town and perhaps an extra 
one in that flourishing suburb of New- 
... David Ladd, 


who has been offered the “Tom 


port, near Balboa. 


Sawyer” TV series, may find it too | 
strenuous. along with his school work. | 


David. by the way, is a sensation in “A | 


> And the movie’s 


Dog of Flanders.’ 
young producer, Robert Radnitz, 
thinks beauteous Margo Moore, the 
only girl in the world. . .. That Mt. 
Kenya Safari Club in East Africa is the 
talk of the town, with owners Bill 
Holden and Ray Ryan rather snooty 
over its memberships. Bill Holden, by 
the way, is building a house on a Hong 
Kong hilltop, so dear knows when we'll 
.. Good luck Van 
Williams and Vicki Taylor, who 


ever see him again. . 


surprised niost of their friends when 


they were married on December 31. | 


1959, at 9:15 a.m. in the Wayfarers’ 
Chapel in Palos Verdes, California. The 
couple originally had planned to wed 
next February in San Francisco, but a 
short break in the production schedule 
of Warner Bros.’ “Bourbon Street 
Beat.” in which Van co-stars, enabled 
the couple to move up the date. It was 
a lovely wedding. 
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October 26, 1959 
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AFTER TRUSHAY— 
Same hands, 

® skin unretouched, 

S56 October 30, 1959 
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Kitchen tests prove it...with women just like you! hw 

Hard-worked hands heal twice as fast with new § tah ° 
heavy-duty Trushay with silicones. Try new Trushay. t SILICONES 
What happened to these hands can happen to you. 
And new Trushay helps protect your hands against 


detergents and through every single chore you do. 


TRUSHAY...the heavy-duty lotion for hard-worked hands 





Now these Sears Kenmore washers add Sta-Puf automatically 
To Make Your Wash 


Your rinsing is just as complete as your washing with these Kenmore machines. They’re 
Simply Wonderful, the easiest-to-use automatic washers in the world. Besides having 
washing cycles for all fabrics, they have dispensers which automatically add Sta-Puf 
to the final rinse of your wash. You just pour Sta-Puf® Rinse into the dispenser, set 
the simplified control, and wonderful things happen. Towels fluff up almost half again as 
thick (tests on Sears Harmony House Towels prove it). Diapers are soft, smooth... 

helps prevent diaper rash. Nylon slips rinse static free, don’t cling. Enjoy a “‘cloud- ) 

soft,” Sta-Puf wash automatically with a Kenmore washer sold only by Sears, , 
Roebuck and Co. ee 


e f —See a demonstration of the new Kenmore washers today at your Sears RINSE 

iA ¢ Retail Store or Catalog Sales Office . . . get a generous sample bottle of 

jv Sta-Puf Miracle Rinse absolutely free! for Softer fluffier washableg 
] a we 


Staleys 


A. E. Staley Manufacturing Co., Decatur, Illinois 
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a. Space-saving 9-lb., 24” 7-cycle automatic washer c. Lady Kenmore combination washer-dryer 
b. 10-lb., 29” 12-cycle automatic washer d. Lady Kenmore 14-cycle automatic washer with reservoir dispenser 
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‘Look, 2t’s Kookie!’’ Debbie cried. 


“Gee, we didn’t wear shoes.” 


‘A gas leak,’’ Edd decided. 


‘Hold onto my shoulders, Deb,”’ 


Edd said. ‘‘Susve’s tall. 
So she gets the rumble seat.”’ 





“‘Here we go,’ Edd saad, starting the 
motor. ‘‘Next stop, Bowmont 
Drive.” “Wait ’til they seeus with Kookie,”’ 


Bonnie (front) said. When they 


arrived home, Edd said, ‘‘It was fun.”’ 


Nobody wanted to say goodbye. 





he day was sunny and 

warm, a perfect Saturday, 
but Bonnie Marshall, Debra 
Olson and Susie Grinel hard- 
ly noticed as they walked 
along the road, kicking peb- 
bles with their bare feet. “Just 
because we’re only ten,” Bon- 
nie complained to Debra as 
she rolled the sleeves of her 
shirt higher, “they don’t have 
to treat us like children.” Her 
friend, Susie, who was thir- 
teen, nodded. None of the 
older girls had to walk home 
from the beach, she thought. 
They always got rides. Sud- 
denly, a motorscooter sput- 
tered up the road behind them 
and came to a stop. Deb 
was the first to turn. “It’s 
Kookie,” she gasped, “where’s 
he going?” and grabbed Bon- 
nie’s arm. They stood and 
watched as he pushed his 
scooter to the side of the road 


and (Continued on page 87) 





SANDRA DEE: 


end, at your oun, nak | 


She sits hugging her knees, for a minute, and then 
she changes, digs her feet deeper into the sand and 
laughs. Her poodle looks up, startled. She seems 
younger than she is. She looks thirteen. It’s because she 
doesn’t usually wear makeup when she’s loafing, but 
she always wears nail polish—‘Pink’s my favorite.” 

Her face looks sad one moment, and the next, she’s 
running around the beach after her dog. Suddenly she 
stops and says, “Do people really believe all those 
things that are written about (Continued on page 74) 


by NANCY ANDERSON 








LIZ TAYLOR 


The question was asked 
in a whisper, 
yet the words seemed 
to grow louder and louder 


and more insistent— 


GOES 
cod 
AWAY S 
JOUINTAESaeg 
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oes she really wont 0 divorce? 


_ The first year of marriage can be the wackiest... 
One night, just a few months after their wed- 
ding, Nick came home, only to find Carol in tears. 
“What’s wrong, honey?” he asked. ‘“What- 
ever’s the matter? Did something happen to you?” 
“Nothing . . 
whimpering, and she disappeared into the kitch- 


. nothing’s wrong,” she replied, 


en to prepare dinner, leaving Nick standing there. 


“But honey,” he said, following her. “I know 


something’s wrong. Please tell me, what is it?” 
“Oh, now, you know very well what’s wrong.” 
“Well... gee, no... I sure don’t think I do.” 
“Discount clothes for our little baby, indeed!” 
“Oh,” he said, finally understanding it all. 
Just that morning he’d mentioned to her over 
the telephone that, on his way to the studio, he’d 
passed a discount house which was selling cute 


haby things. He’d sug- (Continued on page 76) 





I know he never loved me. 


by MARCIA BORIE 
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Ingrid tries to protect them 


Newsmen never leave them . . . little Robertino, nine, and his 
twin sisters, Isobella and Isotta, six. Not since Mama and Papa 
quarreled and got a divorce two years ago. Then, even more 
than before, people stared at them wherever they went. When 
these pictures were taken, they were arriving in Paris with 
Mama, from Italy where they’d been staying with Papa. But 
it’s been the same everywhere . . . rushing away from cameras. 


Sometimes they’d ask, Why do people stare? Mama (Continued) 





ud 
o 
QO 
0) 
fe 
S 
a 
+2 
a 
S4 
L 
oO 
oe 


I wish Id pa 


66 





children paying for it too.” 
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would look troubled, but promise she’d pro- 
tect them. Recently she said, ““Now I’m happy, 
but I wish I'd paid for it alone. My children 
are paying, too.” For three little ones, it’s be- 
come a frightening world. The price is paid. It’s 


time Ingrid and her children were left alone. 
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ut first, please 


read my story. 
want you to 


understand 


WHY IVE 
CHANGED 
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i] remember, as a small boy I often went 


hungry. I remember standing outside 
our two-room shack in the little cotton 
factory town of Tupelo, looking up to- 
ward the huge, red Mississippi sun, and 
shouting, “Oh, God. Please . . . I don’t 
want to stay here forever like this.” 

I remember my father, who is a man 
above all else, sobbing because he couldn’t 
pay all our bills. I remember my mother 
—who died nearly two years ago—-sacrific- 
ing her health by (Continued on page 82) 


SPECIAL: written by Elvis Presley 








#2 IN A SERIES 


A 
learn how with ( 
Annette and Paul 


put your best foot forward...nut your best 
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Gleve leather slip-in Mesh and patent leather 
by Trio, $8.00. by Velvet Step, $10.00. 





THE BASIC BOX STEP 


Start Here 
Feet Together 
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The most graceful and romantic of 
all the dances is the waltz. Yet it’s 
easy to learn, too. Just follow these 
step patterns. (Your left foot’s white, 
right foot black—to tell them apart.) 


1. Step back on right foot 
2. Step to the side on left foot 


3. Step together on right foot 


4. Step forward on left foot 
3. Step to the side on right foot 
6. Step together on left foot 


The girl begins the Box Step back- 
wards on her right foot (step #1) 
and the man begins the Box Step for- 
ward on his left foot (step #4). 


Both partners should turn gradually 
to the left while doing the Box Step. 


BALANCE STEPS 
FORWARD AND BACKWARD 


To do this easy break in the waltz: 

1. Step back on right foot 

2. Step together on ball of left foot 
Hold (no movement) balance 


3. 
4. Step forward on left foot 

5. Step together on ball of right foot 
6. Hold (no movement) balance 


Patent leather flat 
by Connie, $6.99. 


The girl begins the Balance Step 
backward on her right foot (step 
#1) and the man begins forward on 
his left foot (step #4). 


Start Here 
Feet Together 


Step patterns by 
Fred Astaire Dance Studios 


» put your 


Patterned sweet kid 
by Joléne, $10.95. 


FOR MORE INFORMATION, TURN TO PAGE 77 











WISE GUY 


“Hey, kid! Hide this!”’...From 





aliswa<clalcioni=ia)aricele) om iemenl-m>icelaye 
Bobby Cassatto stared at the 
knife that clattered on the steps 


by his feet. His black eyes 










seemed to grow as big and round 
as eight-balls. There was blood 
o}alm aai-me)(-1e(-mm a 10)0)e)\ amelie laman’ 7-lalt 
to have anything to do with it-— 
nor with the hoodlum who com- 


aate}are(=xem (@rolalaialel-temelam ey-[-i-mm'10) 



































Hit was love 


{Lennon says it 


| 


Jalways easy to tell, 


{though she confesses 


- f proposed to Dick Gass the second time 


7 she ever met him. But she admits now 
‘Eshe didn’t actually fall in love with him 
si until years later. 


Confusing? (Continued on page 71) 
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f . CARY GRANT 
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FROM: Sara Hamilton—Hollywood 


TO: New York office 


SUBJECT: Cary Grant 


I didn't RI war 


ed on Cary Grant. Infact, I didn't 
get any story at all. You see, 
what happened so threw me off base 
and into some sort of funny break- 
ing-out spells, I never got around 
to it. But I thought I'd better 
send these notes on t 

I hear Cary may b 














wood for good. 

Anyway, it all began when I 
telephoned Cary's own Granart 
Production Company, expecting, 
as one always does, to go through 
various channels, stone-deaf 
secretaries, vice presidents in 
charge of utter frustration, and 
what-not. And, although—Cary_is 
a friend and (not like anyone 
@lse in the whole world, know 


(More to come, see page 85) 








wide ae 


by SUSAN STURIES 
Debbie’s Fan Club President 





(I'm the one in the middy blouse) 
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I sat right next to Debbie when she served us punch in her very best silver cups. Then she played records for us. 


i,” Debbie greeted as she opened the door for me. “Come 
H on in.” I was so nervous I could hardly say hello. You 
see, my name is Susan Sturies and I was Debbie’s first official 
fan-club president. I’ve been president for ten years. And this 
year, when I wrote and said I was coming out to Hollywood (I 
live in Spirit Lake, Iowa), Debbie wrote back: “Let me give you 
a party!” She had a chocolate cake for me, with icing that read: 
“Welcome Susan from the L.A. Debbie Reynolds Fan Club.” 
Debbie looked great. When I told her so, she laughed. “It’s my 
favorite dress,” she said, “even though my mother made it over 
four years ago.” We all listened to some of her new records, I like 
“Summer Romance” the best, though “Tammy’s” still my favorite 
picture. Someone called and asked her to do a TV show. Debbie 
polled us on who we’d like to appear with her. Elvis won, of 
course, with Fabian next. Then we ate. The food was so great, 


I asked Debbie for her menu. (See right.) 








SANDWICHETTES 
(cream cheese with chives) 


CRACKER DIP 
(onion soup mix and sour cream) 


EGGS CHARTREUSE 
(stuffed with mashed yolks and avocado) 


BEVERAGE 
(ginger-ale with cherry and mint leaf) 


Afterward, we went outside to have our picture taken, but | was still so excited | didn’t get everyone’s name. 
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DINAH SHORE: 


I hope my 


“Can you ever get over 
a broken heart?” asked Dinah — — 
cht 
Shore, speaking slowly QO. ci U > © iy 
and looking thoughtfully over toward 


her husband, George Montgomery, P # . S SY 


as they sat relaxing in the garden of their 

home. “Missy will be 

asking me soon and Kk > nh 
Pll need an answer mM a. € 3 c 
for her. Haven’t you noticed how much she’s 

grown lately? She'll be having boyfriends S ame 
before very long and then .. . 

One day her heart will be 


broken. It must hap- mi St ake 


pen. It happens to every 


girl. And when the hurt is over, she'll be I ‘ei ® d 
glad she had the (Continued on page 93) = 








yebrows 
were raised when 
Joan Collins 
announced 
plans to marry 
Warren Beatty 


..out Joan says: 
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othing 


matters when 


you're mn love 





a white convertible stopped 
in front of the entrance to an 
elegant apartment building on 
Shoreham Drive in Hollywood. It 
was after midnight, and the street 
lamp shone softly on the brown- 
haired girl behind the wheel. She 
parked the car, stepped out, locked 
it and walked into the building 
alone. She hunted for her key and, 
finding it, unlocked the door and 
turned on the lights in the apart- 
ment. Everything was so still. 

In the quiet of her bedroom, 
Joan Collins looked at herself in 
the mirror above her dresser. 
“You even look unhappy,” she 
finally said out loud. And she 
wished, more than anything, that 
she could cry. She wished she 
could fling herself across the bed 
and sob. But she couldn’t. Some- 
thing held her back. Instead, she 
loosened the clasp to her pearls 
and started to remove them slow- 
ly—very slowly. 

She’d just returned from an- 
other evening of watching tele- 
vision with friends. “You're . . . 
you're unhappy,” something in- 
side of her seemed to insist, “be- 
cause you ve made a mess of your 
personal life. You made a mess of 
one marriage, and you've been 
trying to make up for it ever 
since. ... And all you’ve managed 
to prove (Continued on page 79) 


by GEORGE CHRISTY 









DIANE BAKER SHOWS: 
THE HOLLYWOOD WAY TO IMPROVE YOUR FIGURE 



















from the — 


FIGURE TYPE: Small Bosom, 
Large Hips—‘The first day | went to 
the costume department at Twentieth,” 
says Diane Baker, “I learned that 
clothes are more than clothes—they 
can camouflage, too.” For large hips, 
Hollywood experts suggest bouffant 
skirts, like Diane’s dress by Junior 
Theme, and vertical stripes which will 
slim you, too. Jewelry—like the new 
big pins—and interesting blouse de- 
tail can draw attention away from the 
hips. But watch out for too much 
fullness above the waist. It can make 
you look heavy all over. In separates, 
choose a skirt that’s darker than the 
blouse. Wear dark hose and shoes. 

















































UNDERGARMENTS 


@ If your bosom’s too small, it will 
look larger because of the uplift it can 
get from a bra like this one that uses 
nylon-satin on the under-bust part of 
the cup for support. Jantzen. $3.95. 
@ A long-leg pantie girdle will re- 
shape and slenderize hips that are too 
prominent. This one has a split-hip 
design and side panels of dull-elastic 
that give you moderate control and 
insure good comfort. Jantzen. $10.95. 
@ For the bouffant look that’s so 
flattering to your type figure, wear 
this red, corded petticoat of nylon 
tricot that’s specially treated to make 
it sparkle. Kayser Lingerie. $8.95. 











| bottom up 


FIGURE TYPE: Large Bosom, 
Small Hips—the trick is to play up 
the good features, play down the bad. 
Low-cut bouffant formals, with skirts 
to balance a large bosom, are good. So 
are the over-blouse, loosely-fitted suit 
or jacket-dress. Padded shoulders are 
not for you, but V necks, open-shirt 
collars and narrow square necklines 
are. Keep away from glitter jewelry or 
buttons—they accent the bust. When 
you're mixing separates, wear a blouse 
darker than the skirt. Here, Diane 
wears a red-and-white striped shortie 
jacket with a white sheath, by Amour. 
The fashion trick: it shows off slim 
hips, yet minimizes the bust. 


Continued 































































































































UNDERGARMENTS 


@ If your bosom is large, you'll get 
roundness and control from circular 
spoke-stitching on the cups of this ny- 
lon-lace bandeau. Maidenform. $3.50. 
@ For maximum control, try a full- 
length bra with double-track stitching 
on the cups. This one’s of cotton broad- 
cloth, with a full elastic midriff and 
criss-cross elastic back so you can 
move around easily. Maidenform. A, 
B or C cup, $4.95; D cup. $5.95. 


@ To eliminate the tummy roll that’s 
created when you need a bra with ex- 
tra control, wear a pantie girdle that 
has a plunging waistband that won't 
bind you. Maidenform. $6.50. 





from the bottom up 


FIGURE TYPE: Too Slim—Don’t fret; with a proper bra 
and girdle, you can round out your figure, and with these few 
Hollywood fashion tips, wear almost anything. Good for you 
are: full skirts, pastels, white, bright colors and bold-patterned 
fabrics. So are wide belts and cummerbunds, necklines filled in 
with soft scarves or costume jewelry, light colored hose and 
shoes, twin sweaters. Diane’s dress by Junior Theme shows 
you can look good in a formal that’s not all-covered-up. 











FIGURE TYPE: Overweight—yYour fashion boners are 
too large buttons and belts that call attention, too much full- 
ness, bulky fabrics, big collars and fancy cuffs, Try for sim- 
plicity, like the Darlyn Junior sheath Diane’s wearing here with 
simple Coro beads. Also good for you: two-piece dresses, suits, 
sleeved overblouses. (The new tunic is marvelous for you.) 
Remember, your clothes should fit easily, and subtle prints, 
darker shades and tiny waist pleats make you look slimmer. 

Continued 
























@ A fuller figure needs the control of a long bra. For 
good separation, this one has a criss-cross elastic front 
and, for control, circular stitched cotton cups, bias-cut 
elastic side panels and elastic back. Bestform. $5.00. 


@ To look slim from the waist down, you need a longer 
girdle, like this pantie girdle which goes almost to the 
knee. So it won’t ride up or down, there’s a one-inch 
elastic band at top and bottom and, for extra comfort, a 
nylon taffeta front panel and power-net elastic sides and 
back. Garters are inside for smooth fit. Bestform. $3.95. 
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from the bottom up 


FIGURE TYPE: Well-Balanced—yYou're lucky, you 
can wear almost anything. But, if you’re short, add to 








your height by wearing one color at a time, small prints 





or vertical lines. Stay away from padding; fullness or 
detail at the shoulders; wide, full skirts; tunics or over- 
size accessories. (They overwhelm a small figure.) If 







you're tall, you can wear flared, softly pleated and 
gored skirts, wide belts, bulky jewelry and big bags. But 
if you want to break your height, wear two-toned color 







schemes (like the Irene Ricky white tunic Diane wears 













here over Capezio’s black tights), two-piece outfits, 
tunics, hip and finger-length coats, contrasting belts. 














FOR MORE INFORMATION TURN TO PAGE 









@ You can wear a wide variety of clothes, so be sure 
your wardrobe includes at least one bra that can be 
worn with or without straps, like this one that also has 
a complete lastex band for good fit. Lovable, $2.00. 


@ Even the best figure needs some control. You can get 
it with comfort with this power-net pantie girdle that 
comes boxed with a supply of disposable insier liners, 
to save washing the girdle every night. Lovable. $5.00. 


All jewelry by Coro 


See Diane in 20th’s “Journey to the Center of 
the Earth.” 
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THE CONNIE STEVENS STORY 
by Bill Tusher 


A pretty lady used to come to see 
me every six months or so... they 


told me that she was my mother, 


BUT TO ME 


SHE WAS A 
STRANGER 


“I’ve got to go now, dear. You just stay in line 
with the other children and pretty soon the 
teacher will take you inside.” . . . Little Concetta 
Ingolia, who was only six, nodded at her aunt’s 
words, held herself proudly and tried to smile 
confidently, as she stood in the grey stone 


schoolyard. Her Aunt Francie waved (Continued) 








Connie’s serious about Cary, but she knows how love can fail under strain. 


goodbye and went away. It was Concetta 
Ingolia’s first day in school—Public School 
75 in the Ridgewood section of Brooklyn 
—and her heart beat with excitement and 
curiosity. Around her, other children of 
her age stood waiting, and she noticed that 
some looked scared. 

In a few minutes, a bell rang and it was 
time for all parents to leave. Connie, her- 
self, was aware of feeling a little funny, 
but she was surprised when the other chil- 
dren started to cry. She couldn’t under- 
stand. She didn’t feel like crying at all. 
Going to school might be different, she 
thought, but not as different as all that. 

Then, turning around, she suddenly 
recognized the little girl who was standing 
next to her . . . a small child with glasses 
and tight banana-like blond curls. She 
was Phyllis, and Connie often played with 
her on the block. Phyllis’ mouth began to 
pucker and tears started to well up in 
her eyes as soon as her mother left. 

“Don’t cry,” she told Phyllis gently. “I'll 
take care of you.” 

And she did. She took Phyllis by the 
hand, and led her into the classroom. 

It was no phenomenon that Concetta 
Ingolia—who was to grow into lovely Con- 
nie Stevens, singing star of TV’s “Hawaiian 
Eye” series—displayed such uncommon 
self reliance on her first day at school. 

Most of the other children had never 
before left their mothers, but Connie, at 
the early age of six, was used to being on 
her own. She had already been separated 
from her mother for a number of years. 
In fact, she couldn’t remember a time when 
her mother had not been away, because 
her parents were divorced and she lived 
with her grandparents. 

“I was so used to it,” Connie explains, 
“that I could look forward to telling the 
other children when my mother was com- 
ing to see me. But she wasn’t someone I 
really knew. To me she was a stranger— 
just a pretty lady coming to see meg, 


someone who smelled good and looked 
good, and brought me presents.” 

Those shadowy visits which took place 
perhaps once every six months left no 
mark on Connie. 


was much closer to my grandmother,” 

she explains, thinking back to the 

earlier, happier years of her childhood. 
“If I didn’t see my grandmother for a 
while, I would certainly feel the differ- 
ence. When my mother left, I would just 
go back to playing with my toys. 

“The house was always full and lively,” 
she recalls. “We were a very large family— 
there were a great many aunts and uncles 
—and I didn’t miss a mother because I 
guess I didn’t really know what a mother 
was. I was raised by my grandparents until 
I was nine. And, in a way, I felt I had 
even more than other children in the 
neighborhood. You see, in our family, 
Grandpa was called Papa and Grandma, 
Mama. So when the other kids talked 
about their mamas, I could talk about 
mine too. And, if I was ever questioned 
very closely, which wasn’t often, I would 
simply say my mother was away. I was 
very proud because I had a mama and I 
had a mother also. I'd tell the other chil- 
dren, ‘She’s prettier than yours, too.’” 

Connie’s mother, Eleanor McGinley, was 
a beautiful young singer of Irish, English 
and Indian extraction. Her father, a bass 
player, was an American of Italian ances- 
try. They had married in teenage haste, 
stayed together just long enough to have 
Connie and her brother Charles, who is six 
years older. 

“I knew they were divorced before I 
was two,” Connie says, “but I don’t recall 
ever wondering about it until later. Even 
then, I never asked why. I figured they 
must have been too young. I liked living 
with my grandmother.” 

But then, one day when she was nine, 
Connie came home from school to be met 


(continued ) 


BUT TO ME 
SHE WAS A 


STRANGER 


at the front door by one of her uncles. 

“Connie,” he said softly, and she noticed 
he had a funny look on his face. “Come 
with me . . . come into the living room.” 

“What’s the matter?” she asked, sur- 
prised. 

And she let him lead her into the living 
room, her coat still on and books still 
under her arm. 

“Connie,” he began, first motioning her 
to sit down in an arm chair. “I don’t. . . 
rrr rer. 

“It’s Mama,” Connie interrupted, with 
an almost second sense. 

“Yes. She collapsed this morning .. . 
sy 

Connie didn’t have to hear his last word. 
She knew it. Suddenly, it felt as though 
someone had drained her of all the hap- 
piness, all the self-confidence she ever had. 
She twisted around and buried her head 
in the cushion and cried uncontrollably. 

Her uncle slipped quietly out of the 
room. He didn’t know what to say. 

“When my grandmother died,” Connie 
says today, “I knew that my brother, then 
in his teens, was at an age when he 
wouldn’t want to be bothered with a baby 
sister. All my aunts and uncles—my 
grandmother’s children—were growing up, 
marrying, and moving to homes of their 
own. They didn’t have time for me. I 
was not their child. I felt left out and 
confused.” 


H% devoted Aunt Francie did her best 
to look after her but she had her 
limitations, also. 

“After all, Aunt Francie was married 
and had her own life,” Connie acknowl- 
edges sensitively. “She couldn’t possibly 
give me as much attention as she might 
have wished. Her place was with her 
husband, as it should be. So many times 
he would get angry with her for doing 
our wash, our clothes and making sure we 
acted correctly.” 
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Finally, her father, whom she adored 
more than anyone on earth, returned 
from tour to discover that the problem of 
Connie’s care had become acute. He was 
away too often to offer her a home so, 
with a heavy heart, he entered Connie in 
the Mary Help of Christian Boarding 
School for Girls in Paterson, New Jersey. 

Connie hated being in school. She never 
saw her mother, and saw her father only 
on the weekends when he was in that part 
of the country. She saw her brother most 
frequently. Eventually, she grew accus- 
tomed to being all alone at school, learned 
to like and respect the other girls, and 
was never known to complain. Two years 
later, just a few weeks before her twelfth 
birthday, she returned to her native 
Brooklyn, a gentle young lady far removed 
from the tomboy she had previously been. 

In Connie’s absence, members of the 
Ingolia family had bought a three story 
building in Brooklyn. Connie and Charles 
were given the second floor apartment all 
to themselves. Friendly neighbors occu- 
pied the apartment above, while Aunt 
Francie and her family lived on the first 
floor. Busy Aunt Francie looked in on 
Connie and Charles whenever she could. 

Connie, again all alone, contented her- 
self, as much as possible, with roaming 
in and out of the homes of her friends. 
“T had long chats with their mothers and 
I used to wonder, all the time, whether 
my mother was like them.” But it became 
increasingly difficult for her to turn to her 
neighbors and her aunt. 

“IT was twelve and my brother was 
eighteen,” she points out. “He had a lot 
to do, and I couldn’t be included. I was 
very young in comparison. And I didn’t 
see him very much. I didn’t have too 
many people to run with. It was during 
these years, with other girls, that I began 
to know what I was missing. I started to 
feel it the day of my birthday party. When 
everyone had left, it seemed I had nobody 
at all. My brother had dressed hurriedly 
and rushed out on a date, my father was 
away on the road, and all I had left was 
the emptiness of the house. I was all alone. 

“Then, as I got ready for bed, I made a 
decision. I would go and see my mother.” 


he next morning, Connie dressed in 

her best dress of blue and white, scrib- 

bled her mother’s address down on a 
scrap of paper, stuffed it into the pocket 
of her coat and ran to the corner of the 
street to take the bus. All the way there, 
on the bus, she wondered “Should I really 
bother her?” When she got to where 
her mother lived, she looked up at the 
curtained windows and the thin green 
plant that stood at one corner of a win- 
dow sill. She was shaking. She climbed 
the steps and put her finger to the bell. 

The door opened, and a pretty woman 
stood before her, her mouth open in 
amazement. 

“Connie,” she cried. “What’s wrong?” 

Connie felt bewildered. She went into 
the living room and sat very still on the 
couch and looked around at the room. 
She had nothing to say and so she tried to 
hide her embarrassment by biting vigor- 
ously on an apple which her mother had 
given her. 

“I found myself like her in many ways,” 
Connie says today. “I discovered that I 
thought like her, and had many of the 
same habits. At first I was kind of de- 
fensive, but later on, as I went there 
more often, I grew to love her as much as 
I could, under the circumstances.” 

On one visit, Connie blurted out a ques- 
tion she had been just bursting to ask. 
She looked straight at her mother and 
said, “Why . . . why didn’t you come to 
my class graduation at school? Why?” 
Very simply, with tears welling up in 








her eyes, she answered,“Because no one 
ever asked me.” 

“I felt so sorry for her when she said 
that,” Connie recalls. “I understood im- 
mediately. I wouldn’t have asked to come, 
either, if our places had been reversed. I 
would have waited to be invited. And I 
hadn’t invited her because I was feeling 
defensive, because in my mind Id felt if 
she’d wanted to come she would have 
come. So each of us was waiting for the 
other to make the first move. 

“I remember once,” she _ continued, 
“when my little stepsister, Ava, was 
eight years old. She was having her 
room redecorated in colors she liked. It 
was such a different atmosphere of grow- 
ing up from where I lived all alone. And 
it entered my mind what I would have 
liked if ’'d had my own room at that age. 
But I refused to feel sorry for myself.” 

Then, one day, her father returned home 
for good. He’d quit the road. He bundled 

















She’s used to being on her own. 


up Connie and moved to St. Louis. They 
lived there six months, then went on to 
California. 


eanwhile, in one school after another, 

Connie’s singing and dramatic talents 

had come to the fore. They brought 
popularity and predictions of a glittering 
future in the entertainment world. Later, 
as the promise of a career loomed more 
brightly, her father moved her to Holly- 
wood Professional School. 

Life in California with her father was 
very much to Connie’s liking, until sud- 
denly—in her fifteenth year—her father 
remarried. Connie and her stepmother 
clashed from the start. 

Connie explains, “While I was trying 
to find what direction my life was to take, 
she still treated me like a new toy. I 
didn’t want to be treated like a ten-year- 
old, so I rebelled. I gave her a pretty bad 
time. 

“It takes a while to learn some things 
if you’re not brought up that way. I had 


to be in by ten o’clock at night,” Connie 
says. “I had to do homework immediately 
after school. I had to eat this and that 
because it had vitamins. I had to wash 
glasses immediately after I drank anything. 
You can’t expect someone to learn that 
overnight.” 

Yet, despite all this, Connie is the first 
to say that her stepmother was merely 
exercising the rightful prerogatives of a 
conscientious mother. 

“I thought she was making a big fuss 
over nothing,” Connie shrugs, “but I realize 
it was her right to do that. I would have 
done the same thing in her place, probably, 
but at that time I was furious.” 

The big blowup came when Connie’s 
stepmother slapped her . . 

“One day,” Connie explains, “we were 
all out together and I was sitting on a 
stool in a restaurant, talking to another 
girl and a busboy about some records. 
Something struck us funny and we were 
laughing when my stepmother came by.” 

“Let’s stop this now once and for all,” 
her stepmother snapped. “And stop laugh- 
ing at me. You're driving me crazy!” 

“I wasn’t laughing at her at all,” Connie 
insists plaintively. “But still she slapped 
my face, and I nearly fell off the stool. It 
was the only time anyone had ever hit me, 
and I don’t think I deserved it. I was 
extremely hurt and embarrassed.” 

For the rest of the day Connie sank into 
a sullen silence. As soon as they got home 
she disappeared into her room and even 
the pleadings of her father did not change 
her mood. For years she had longed for 
the pleasure of having a mother and now, 
now that she had one, things were not 
turning out at all as she had dreamed they 
would be. At that moment she wished her 
own mother could have been there . . 
but she knew that her mother had another 
life, another home which she could never 
truly share. 

“I think a girl needs a mother most 
when she’s a teenager,” Connie says. “It 
was hard because there was just no com- 
mon ground between my stepmother and 
me.” 


ater, they patched things up, but when 

Connie had an offer to go on tour with 

a singing group called The Three Debs, 
she grabbed at the chance—not only be- 
cause it promised to advance her career, 
but because it presented a graceful way 
of leaving home. 

“I figured that by leaving I could elim- 
inate trouble and give my dad a little 
happiness,” Connie says earnestly. “I just 
decided if I wasn’t around, they’d be 
happier and everything would be all 
right. But evidently it was not meant to 
be. About a year afterward, while I was 
away on the road, Dad wrote and told me 
they’d broken up. But there are no hard 
feelings. My stepmother and I are friends 
now.” 

For all her trials and tribulations, Con- 
nie Stevens is a joyful and compassionate 
girl. It is to be expected that she would 
have wisdom—and caution—beyond her 
twenty-one years, and she does. Some of 
that caution—inspired by the knowledge 
of what happened when her own parents 
married young—has made her somewhat 
marriage shy. While she admits, without 
coyness, that she is in love with handsome 
young singer Gary Clark, she says she is in 
no hurry to marry him. 

Rarely does she dwell on her childhood 
or even look back to it. But, when she 
does, it is to say, “Please don’t feel sorry 
for me. There are people with far worse 
troubles than I have. And one thing I 
hate is people who feel sorry for them- 
selves.” THE END 


CONNIE IS IN “HAWAIIAN EYE” WED., ABC-TV, 
9-10 P.M. EST. SHE SINGS FOR WARNER BROS. 





from the bottom up 


how to get the most 
out of your undergarments 


= and girdles can do won- 

derful things for your figure, 
but only if you get the right 
size. To find out what size bra 
you need, draw a tape measure 
around your body just under the 
bust. If you measure under 33 
inches, add 5; over 33, add 3. 
That’s your size. For your cup 
size, measure around the fullest 
part of the bust. If it’s the same 
or smaller than your ribline meas- 
urement, you need an A cup. If 
it’s an inch larger, you wear a 
B; 1% to 2 inches larger is a C; 
more than that’s a D. 

Whatever your size, lean for- 


ward while putting on and clos- 
ing your bra, to keep from 
injuring breast glands with im- 
proper pressure. Don’t buy a bra 
that’s too binding or that has 
gaping sides or too-tight straps. 

For your girdle size, measure 
your waist. Girdles come in inch- 
sizes or are marked Extra-Small 
(under 24”), Small (24-26), 
Medium (26-28”), Large (28- 
31”), Extra-Large (over 31”). 
The length of your girdle should 
match your measurement from 
waist to thigh and you should 
choose the style according to your 
hip development (the difference 
between your hip and waist meas- 
urements). Don’t be shy when 
you're invited to the fitting room. 
The saleslady is trained to fit you 
with the proper bra and girdle. 


how to improve your figure 


@ Girdles are more com- 
fortable because of to- 
day’s miracle fibers, like 
the newest one, Lycra. 
Here, it’s used in a 
pantie girdle that has 
satin lastex panels in 
front and back for con- 
trol, a 2% inch band to 
slim your waist and an 
open-oval crotch opening. 
Perma-Lift. $10.00. 


@ You'll feel prettier 
and be surer of your- 
self if your clothes 
are fun and feminine 
—from the bottom 
up. Like this corselet 
of nylon power net 
with nylon net pan- 
els. Designed for any 
figure, its all-in-one 
control gives you a 
smooth line under 
even a figure-hugging 
sheath. Olga. $25.00. 


continued from page 64 


where to buy 


Photoplay Fashions 


The undergarments shown on pages 60-64 are 
available at most good stores across the country. 
For further information, write the manufac- 
turer listed below. For further information on 
the dresses and accessories shown, you can also 
write to the manufacturers listed below: 


Small Bosom, Large Hips: 
BANDEAU AND PANTIE GIRDLE Jantzen, Inc. 
261 Madison Ave., New York, N. Y. 
BOUFFANT DRESS Junior Theme, Inc. 
1400 Broadway, New York, N. Y. 
RED PETTICOAT Kayser Lingerie Co., Inc. 
425 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y. 


Large Bosom, Small Hips: 
TWICE-OVER BRA, CHANSONETTE BANDEAU, FRIS-KEE 
PANTIE GIRDLE Maiden Form Brassiere Co. 
200 Madison Ave., New York, N. Y. 
JACKET AND SHEATH Amour Fashions, Inc. 
1375 Broadway, New York, N. Y. 
John Frederics 
6 West 57th St., New York, N. Y. 
Calderon Belts & Bags Inc. 
389 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y. 


Too Slim: 
STRAPLESS BRA, PADDED BRA, PANTIE GIRDLE 
Formfit Company 
400 South Peoria, Chicago 7, Ill. 
FORMAL DANCE DRESS Junior Theme, Inc. 
1400 Broadway, New York, N. Y. 


Overweight: 
LONG-LINE BRA, LONG GIRDLE 
Bestform Foundations, Inc. 
180 Madison Ave., New York, N. Y. 
SHEATH DRESS Darlyn Junior, Inc. 
1400 Broadway, New York N. Y 
John Frederics 
6 West 57th St., New York, N. Y. 
Lona Handbags, Inc. 
136 Madison Ave., New York, N. Y. 


Well-Balanced: 

STRAPLESS BRA, PANTIE GIRDLE 
Lovable Brassiere Co. 
180 Madison Ave., New York, N. Y. 
WHITE TUNIC Ilene Ricky, Inc. 
1407 Broadway, New York, N. Y. 
Capezio 
756 Seventh Ave., New York, N. Y. 


Perma-Lift Lycra pantie girdle: 
A. Stein & Co. 
1149 W. Congress, Chicago 7, Ill. 


Corselet: 
Olga Company 
7915 Haskell, Van Nuys, Calif. 

or 
BOS ASGUEEE, CALM....000ccccces J. W. Robinson 
HOUSTON, Battelstein’s 
NEW YORK, N. Y Bloomingdale’s 
KANSAS CITY, MO Woolf Bros. 


All Jewelry: 
Coro Ine. 


47 West 34th St., New York, N. Y. 


All Gloves: 
Wear-Right Gloves, Inc. 
244 Madison Ave., New York, N. Y. 


All Shoes: 
Capezio 


756 Seventh Ave., New York, N. Y. 
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DIANNE LENNON 


Continued from page 51 


It all really began as long as thirteen 
years ago when seven-year-old Dianne 
Lennon was in the third grade of grammar 
school in Venice, California. She was visit- 
ing her grandmother who lived down the 
street, one day, when a boy from her 
class, Michael Gass, asked if she’d like to 
shoot marbles. Michael was a pretty good 
shot, and she really had to concentrate to 
stay even with him. 

Suddenly, as she was kneeling in the 
center of the shooting circle, carefully 
aiming at a marble more than a foot away, 
a shadow fell across the ground just as she 
shot. She missed. She groaned, glaring up 
at the boy who had made the shadow. 

“That’s my brother,” said Michael, 
pointing to the intruder. 

“Hi,” Dianne grunted, unimpressed, and 
turned her attention back to the marbles. 


That was her first—and brief—introduc- | 


tion to Dick Gass. 

It wasn’t until she was a freshman at 
St. Monica High that Dianne saw Dick 
again, although since the day he’d made 
her miss a marble-shot, she’d certainly 
heard a lot about him from Mike. During 


this time, Dick had gone away to study to | 


be a priest, and then one day Mike told 
her that Dick had changed his mind. “Dick’s 
coming home!” was the way Mike put it. 


“Oh, that’s nice,” Dianne thought to her- | 


self, unconcerned. And she put the whole 
thing out of her mind. 

Then one afternoon soon after, in the 
school yard at St. Monica’s, she met Dick. 
It was Gail Armstrong, a_ senior, 
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who | 


brought them together, during a freshman | 
initiation Dianne was going through which | 


included doing crazy, foolish things that 
upperclassmen ordered. 

Gail said, “Do you see that cute boy over 
there?” Dianne nodded as she pointed to a 
good-looking fellow on the other side of 
the yard. 

Dianne gulped as Gail continued. “Well, 
he’s Dick Gass . . . already a V.IP. in the 
Junior class . . . now, can you guess what 
I want you to do?” 

Dianne shook her head. 

“T want you to walk over to him,” Gail 
said, “get down on your hands and knees, 
and ask him to marry you. And make it 
real good. From the heart. Or I'll make you 
do it over again.” 

Somehow Dianne, blushing already, got 
across the schoolyard to where Dick was 
standing. She got down on her knees in 
front of him, closed her eyes tight, and 
blurted out, “My name is Dianne Lennon. 
I love you very much. I can’t live without 
you. Will you marry me?” 

“What?” Dick asked, somewhat aston- 
ished. 

She opened her eyes slowly and looked 
into Dick’s bewildered face. She actually 
felt her cheeks turning beet red. Then 
slowly and torturously she repeated, “My 
name is Dianne Lennon. I love you very 
much. I can’t live without you. Will you 
marry me?” When she reached the words 
“marry me” she choked. 

Dick reached down to help her to her 
feet, but she was too embarrassed to take 
his outstretched hand. All she wanted to 
do was to disappear into thin air. So she 
scrambled to her feet by herself and ran 
across the schoolyard into an empty class- 
room, peeking over her shoulder only 
once to see if Dick was looking. She saw 
that he was still shaking his head in be- 
wilderment. 


he wasn’t aware of purposely avoiding 
Dick Gass after that, but somehow they 
never managed to run into each other. 
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brand new pictures! 
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All handsome 4 x 5 photos, on 
glossy stock, just right for 


framing. 


Send your order today. 





STAR CANDIDS YOU'LL TREASURE 


. Alan Ladd 
. Elizabeth Taylor 


Frank Sinatra 


. Rory Calhoun 
. Peter Lawford 
. Dale Evans 

. Roy Rogers 

. Doris Day 

. Perry Como 

. John Wayne 

. Janet Leigh 

. Guy Madison 
. Vic Damone 

. Dean Martin 


erry Lewis 
ony Curtis 


. Debbie Reynolds 
. Rock Hudson 

. Debra Paget 

. Dale Robertson 
. Marilyn Monroe 
. Marlon Brando 


Tab Hunter 
Robert Wagner 


. Charlton Heston 
. Jeff Richards 

. Audrey Hepburn 
. Gale § 
. George Nader 
207. 
. James Dean 

. Kim Novak 

- Natalie Wood 

. Joan Collins 

. Jayne Mansfield 
. Sal Mineo 

. Elvis Presley 

. Tony Perkins 

. Clint Walker 

. Pat Boone 

. Paul Newman 

. Don Murray 

. Pat Wayne 

. Anita Ekberg 

. Patti Page 
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Eddie Fisher 


. Lawrence Welk 
. Hugh O'Brian 

. Jim Arness 

. John Saxon 

. Dean Stockwell 
. Warren Berlinger 
. James MacArthur 
. Nick Adams 

. John Kerr 

. Harry Belafonte 
. Luana Patten 

. Dennis Hopper 
. Tom Tryon 

. Tommy Sands 

. Will Hutchins 

. James Darren 

. Ricky Nelson 

. Faron Young 

. Jerry Lee Lewis 
. Ferlin Husky 

. Dolores Hart 

. James Garner 

. Everly Brothers 
. Sandra Dee 

. Robert Culp 

. Michael Ansara 
. Jack Kelly . 
7. Darlene Gillespie 
. Annette Funicello 
. David Stollery 

. Tim Considine 
2. Johnny Mathis 

. David Nelson 

. Shirley Temple 
. Pat Conway 

. Bob Horton 

. John Payne 

. David Janssen 

. Dick Clark 

. Carol Lynley 

. Jimmie Rodgers 
. Guy Williams 

. Frankie Avalon 
. John Gavin 

. Lee Remick 

. Diane Varsi 


FILL IN AND MAIL 
COUPON TODAY! 





298. Joanne Woodward 325. Connie Francis 
299. Teddy Randazzo 326. James Broderick 
300. Paul Anka 327. Eric Fleming 
301. Peter Brown 328. Clint Eastwood 
302. Edd Byrnes 329. Gardner McKay 
303. Joni James 330. Connie Stevens 
304. Jock Mahoney 331. Millie Perkins 
305. Jim Franciscus 332. Burt Reynolds 
306. Efrem Zimbalist, Jr. 333. Richard Long 
307. John Smith 334. Roger Moore 
308. Lloyd Bridges 335. Van Williams 
309. John Russell 336. Peter Breck 

310. Gene Barry 337. Arlene Howell 
311. Chuck Connors 338. Michael Landon 
312. Geo. Montgomery 339. Pernell Roberts 
313. Craig Stevens 340. David Ladd 
314. Steve McQueen 341. Bob Conrad 

315. Conway Twitty 342. Dwayne Hickman 
316. Ty Hardin 343. Dorothy Provine 
317. Charles Bronson 344. Don Durant 
318. Fabian 345. Robert Fuller 
319. Roger Smith 346. Peggy Castle 
320. Tuesday Weld 347. Patty McCormack 
321. Dion 348. Bobby Rydell 
322. Bobby Darin 349. Anthony Eisley 
323. Steve Rowland 350. Johnny Restivo 
324. Ken Miller 351. Doug McClure 


WORLD-WIDE, DEPT. WG-4 
112 Main St., Ossining, N. Y. 


| enclose $......... for candid 
pictures of my favorite stars and have circled 
the numbers of the ones you are to send me 
by return mail. 


Name... 
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Zone 


ee | 


Send cash or money order. 12 pictures for 
$1; 6 for 50c. 


(NO ORDERS LESS THAN 50 CENTS) 
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So she was completely surprised in June, 
1957, when Dick—who had by this time 
graduated from school and become a cable- 
splicer for the telephone company—called 
her and asked for a date. 

She was already singing on the Lawrence 
Welk show by this time and had a busy 
rehearsal schedule that week. So she 
turned him down, convincing herself the 
old embarrassment when she’d been a 
freshman had had nothing at all to do 
with it. 

She didn’t hear from him again all sum- 
mer and had practically forgotten he ex- 
isted, when one day her phone rang. It 
was Dick again. He’d been away, he told 
her, traveling all over the United States. 
Now that he was back, he wondered if 
they might go out on a date. 

For her, it was another tight week of 
rehearsing, but there was something at- 
tractive about his voice ... “Yes,” she 
heard herself saying. “When?” 

“How about next Saturday?” he asked. 
“Pick you up right after lunch. Want to 
go someplace special?” Dick asked. 

“No. Wherever you want. It’s up to you.” 

As she put the phone back on the hook, 
she suddenly wondered if she’d recognize 
him when he came to the house. After all, 
the two times she’d met him, so far, she’d 
been down on her knees and the only 
thing she remembered clearly about Dick 
Gass was his shoes! 

Saturday rehearsal didn’t go too well. 
She kept wondering if she’d be home and 
ready when Dick arrived. She hated to 
keep a boy waiting, especially on a first 
date. And then her sister, Peggy, wasn’t 
much help. Peggy was all excited. She had 
a date for the St. Monica homecoming foot- 
ball game and dance, and every time there 
was a break between numbers she kept 
chattering about it. A couple of times she 
hugged Dianne and said, “Wouldn’t it be 
great if you and Dick came along to the 
game and dance with my date and me?” 
Dianne wanted to say that she really didn’t 
want to go, but Peggy just chattered on 
all the way home, not letting her get a 
word in edgewise. From all this, their dad, 
Bill Lennon, got the idea that Dianne and 
Dick planned to go to the game and to the 
dance, too. 

Dianne was upstairs dressing when she 
heard a car pull up in front of their house. 
As Dick walked toward the door, she saw, 
from her upstairs window, that he was 
good-looking. 

Downstairs, her father let Dick in, shook 
his hand, and said, “I hear you and Dianne 
are going to the football game and dance?” 


Dick blinked for a moment, and then he 
smiled and nodded “Yes.” He hadn’t 
planned to go, but if that’s what Dianne 
wanted. ... 

At this point, Dianne came downstairs 
and joined them. “Let’s hurry,” Dick said 
to her, “or we'll be late for the game.” 
She didn’t really want to go to the game 
and dance, but if that’s what Dick 
wanted ... 

When they got outside, Dick opened 
the car door for her and she started to step 
in. She just took it for granted that there 
was a running board and didn’t bother 
looking down. But there wasn’t, and she 
stepped down into a large mud-puddle at 
the curb. Her shoe, her stocking, and the 
bottom of her skirt were covered with 
mud. She was so embarrassed. 

It was too late to go back to the house 
and change. So they drove on. 

St. Monica won the football game but 
neither Dianne nor Dick really cared. They 
tried to make small talk, but in their 
hearts they both knew their date was a 
miserable failure. 

At the dance, Dianne wanted to fade into 
the background. Even though she’d done 
her best to make the necessary repairs to 
her clothes, she felt awful. 

The music started, a fast, snappy num- 
ber, and Dick turned toward her, ready to 
dance. “It’s a good song for a jitterbug,” he 
said. 

“I don’t know how to jitterbug,” she 
answered. 

So he just shrugged and went off and 
danced with his sister who was also 
there. Dick danced a lot with his sister, 
that night, because somehow the band 
seemed to play mostly fast numbers. He 
didn’t offer to teach Dianne to jitterbug; 
he’d just listen to the first few bars of the 
song, shake his head if it was a fast num- 
ber, and leave her to dance with his sister. 
She just couldn’t wait to get home. 


he wouldn’t have minded at all if Dick 

had never wanted to see her again, 

but during the week it seemed he de- 
cided to give it one more try. He phoned 
and asked her to go to a movie Saturday. 
She found herself saying “Yes” once 
again. On Saturday, she woke up with a 
terrible sore throat and had to cancel the 
date. 

It was pouring rain when they finally 
went out together again, and she found 
herself sloshing through puddles in her 
galoshes to reach his car. This time he not 
only held open the door for her, but he 
also helped her into the car, and for the 
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ACTRESS 


first time they both laughed. During the 
next few hours, it seemed that everything 
they did made them laugh. She could 
hardly believe the change. 

It was a crazy date. It had been raining 
for days and the streets were flooded. The 
telephone company had been called upon 
to make many repairs all over Venice and 
the surrounding communities. So Dick 
drove Dianne out to Ocean Park, in the 
middle of Highway 101, to say hello to his 
friends down in the manholes—the fellows 
doing emergency repairs. 

In the days that followed there were 
many more fun dates. And whenever Dick 
was working for the phone company near 
Dianne’s house, he’d attach his test phone 
to the main line and call her. 

By the time November 1 rolled around, 
the date of her eighteenth birthday, they 
knew each other well enough for Dianne 
to ask Dick to be with her on that special 
occasion—a party at the Aragon Ballroom. 

Unlike that time at the St. Monica vic- 
tory dance, the music was all sweet and 
slow, and Dick and Dianne danced almost 
every dance together. He’d given her a 
statue of St. Joseph, her favorite saint. And 
she’d jokingly slipped a carrot on his 
plate at the table—he loved carrots. 

The slow, haunting melody of “My 
Funny Valentine” added to the illusion, 
and, as they danced, Dick’s lips brushed 
her cheek. She kept her eyes closed 
tightly, wanting to hold on to that precious 
moment forever. 


hey went everywhere together, after 

that, but their favorite date was just 

riding the little open-air tram from 
Venice to Ocean Park to Santa Monica 
and back again. 

Gradually, Dianne felt she was falling in 
love. “It didn’t happen any one special 
day,” she explained. “Trumpets didn’t blow 
and drums didn’t rattle.” It was just slowly 
that Dianne realized Dick was the only 
one for her. 

“TI think it had something to do with the 
fact that he felt the same way about so 
many things as I do,” she said. “He’s also 
deeply religious, and we both found we 
enjoyed so much together, like listening 
to records and going for long walks by 
the sea. He also wants lots of children, 
like I do. And I loved the way he would 
make me laugh at so many little things 
that happened. Perhaps, also, it was be- 
cause he conveniently forgot that first 
time I proposed to him! 

“I admired the way he took pride in his 
work and the way he dreamed a home 
should be. And,” she added laughingly, “I 
loved him just because he was crazy about 
raw carrots!” 

On the night of February 28, 1958, Dick 
proposed. He parked in front of her house, 
late that night, and asked her to sit with 
him a while. The moon, which had been 
hiding behind the clouds for hours, sud- 
denly popped out in full view. This seemed 
to be some sort of omen or cue for Dick, 
because suddenly he said softly: “Deed?” 
He called her by the pet name he alone 
used. “Deed, I know it’s kind of soon 
because we haven’t been going out long. 
But Deed, you know . . . you must know 
how much I love you.” Then he paused and 
said simply, “Will you marry me?” Then 
he looked down, somewhat embarrassed. 

“Yes,” Dianne whispered as she leaned 
toward him. “Yes, yes, yes!” And they 
kissed, very gently and softly. 

They wanted to rush into the house and 
tell her folks and then hurry over to his 
house and tell his family. Instead, they 
sat in the car and tried to talk rationally 
and make plans. They wouldn’t tell any- 
one, they decided. Dianne’s singing con- 
tract had at least two years more to run, 
and they couldn’t marry until those two 
years were over. After all, he was deter- 





a: 











mined to be the breadwinner of the family 
—not her. For them, too, it was silly to be 
formally engaged because neither believed 
in long engagements. Each knew how the 
other felt, and for the time being, that was 
enough. 

For weeks, Dianne walked on air. She 
had never kept a secret before—a really 
important secret—from her parents and 
sisters. She wanted so much to tell them 
but she couldn’t. So she walked around, 
keeping her happiness locked up inside. 

Then came the evening, less than a 
month later, when Dick phoned and asked, 
“What would you say if I told you I was 
thinking of going into service?” 

She wanted to cry out “No” and “Id 
feel awful,” but instead she controlled her 
voice and said, “I’d be very surprised, I 
guess.” 

She listened as he went on to tell her 
that there were more advantages to en- 
listing in the Army than waiting to be 
called. “Deed,” Dick said finally, “I know 
this means I won’t hardly see you at all 
for two years. But isn’t it better that I go 
now instead of after we’re married?” 

“Of course it’s better,” she answered. “I 
understand.” But as she hung up the re- 
ceiver, her hand trembled. And there were 
tears in her eyes as she walked away. 


he following Saturday, Dick phoned 

her at the studio to say he’d signed up. 

But somehow she didn’t really believe 
he was going until she actually saw his 
official induction notice two weeks later, 
ordering him to report for duty on May 
29th. 

After he left, she sent him silly, senti- 
mental letters in which she enclosed 
souvenirs of home: white sand from the 
beach, a piece of icing from one of mom’s 
marble cakes, a tram ticket, a sliver of 
raw carrot, a menu from the Aragon. And 





she marked off the days on her desk cal- 
endar, one by one, waiting for Dick to 
return. 

In July, he came home on leave and they 
spent a marvelous week together. Then, in 
October, Dick drove all night from Fort 
Ord to Venice, and waited all day at the 
studio while Dianne and her sisters re- 
hearsed. And then they were able to go 
out Saturday night and to spend part of 
Sunday together before he returned to 
camp. 

Yet, apart from Christmas, Dianne didn’t 
see Dick again until June, 1959, when he 
came home for twenty-two glorious days. 
The first night he came over to her house 
in his new paratrooper uniform, and her 
sisters and brothers treated him like the 
conquering hero. He whispered to Dianne 
that he wanted twelve babies just like 
her. Then they went over to his house 
where all his friends had gathered to 
greet him. 

On their first Sunday, Dick took her for 
a drive. He headed the car out to Route 
101 toward Malibu, and then pulled over 
to the side of the road. “Deed,” he said, 
“I’m going to ask you something. I won’t 
be out of the Army until June, 1960, but 
what would you feel about getting a ring 
now?” He watched her eyes open wide. 

“Yes,” she said, delighted. “Yes.” And 
Dick whooped so loud that she was sure 
his buddies down in Fort Bragg heard him. 


hey decided to tell their families on the 
next Saturday night, the Fourth of 
July. Bill and Sis Lennon always took 
all the kids to the beach to watch the fire- 
works display and that seemed like a 
good time and place to break the news. 
Dick took Dianne out to dinner first and 
slipped a ring—a beautiful ring they’d 
chosen together—on her finger, and then 
they went looking for her family. They 


found the Lennons’ car parked, back end 
to the ocean. All the kids were sprawled 
out on the sand watching the fireworks 
in the sky, when Dianne and Dick walked 
over. 

“Hi folks,” Dick said, clearing his throat 
and feeling Dianne’s fingernails pressing 
into the back of his hand. “We have some- 
thing to tell you. Deed and I are engaged.” 
Dianne held up her ring-finger for her 
parents to see. 

They all shrieked and cried and em- 
braced Dianne and Dick. 

Finally they both broke away and drove 
over to tell Mr. and Mrs. Gass the news. 
“I knew it! I knew it!” Dick’s mother cried. 
Dick’s dad didn’t say much, but his eyes 
showed how pleased he was. 

The next day, Dick and Dianne went to 
Mass together. The feel of the engage- 
ment ring on her finger was still so new, 
that she was aware of the pressure almost 
every moment. “A year isn’t so very long,” 
she thought. “Then Dick will be out of the 
Army and we'll get married.” She turned 
to look at Dick at her side and found that 
he was looking at her, too. And she won- 
dered if Dick had been thinking the same 
things she had. His fingers locked with 
hers, and they both gazed thoughtfully 
down the long aisle that led to the altar 

.. the aisle they’d soon be walking down 
together. 

And, as she looked along it, Dianne 
thought again about love, about how she 
knew she loved Dick. “Love,” she decided, 
“is knowing you want to be with someone 
always, realizing how very special life 
suddenly seems when you are with them 
and how empty it is otherwise.” 

—JIM HOFFMAN 


THE LENNON SISTERS CAN BE SEEN ON THE 
“LAWRENCE WELK DODGE DANCING PARTY” 
SATURDAYS, OVER ABC-Tv, 9-10 P.M. EST. 
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STRICTLY PERSONAL 


Continued from page 32 


me? Sure I shout and lose my temper 
sometimes . but doesn’t everyone?” 

She’s seventeen and she wants people 
to like her. She’s shy and thoughtful and 
pretty much like any other seventeen- 
year-old. “But I’m scared of growing up,” 
she confides seriously. “Really scared. 
That’s one thing I don’t want to do. I’m 
satisfied with being seventeen. And one 
of the things I dread most is being twenty- 
five. Why? I really don’t know except, 
after that, you’re nearly thirty. And thirty 
seems too old.” 

She looks up and then goes off into a 
daydream. “I’m always daydreaming,” she 
says, “especially when I’m listening to 
show tunes. They’re my favorite music. I 
curl up in a big chair at home, take my 
shoes off, tuck my feet under me, close 
my eyes and often imagine marvelous 
things while the records whirl. Like what 
I'll be doing ten years from now and 
what it will be like to really fall in love.” 

Suddenly she looks up, cocks her head 
to one side and says, “I hope you don’t 
mind listening to all this, but I’ve got no 
one else to tell these things to. I do have 
one girlfriend, but she’s in New York and 
Mother simply refuses to let me make 
another call to her this month. 

“Of course,” she continues, “I fall in 
love now all the time, but I like to dream 
about other times .. . times when I'll 
be more grown up and the person I'll be 
in love with will ask me to marry him. 
Do other girls do this? 

“In my dreams,” she confides, “I’m danc- 
ing with this man (who looks a lot like 
Cary Grant with overtones of Sir Laurence 
Olivier) and he knows just how to make 
everyday routine of marriage a prolonged, 


glamorous courtship. 


“We have a thirty-room mansion and 
also four beautifully-behaved children. I 
always dream about four children and a 
house with thirty rooms and dozens of 
servants,” she says. 

A dream orchestra on the patio is play- 
ing music from “My Fair Lady,” and her 
dream husband sweeps her into his arms. 
“He’s careful not to crush my champagne 
chiffon gown,” she says, “or the spray of 
orchids he just gave me. 

“My dream dress is champagne,” she ex- 
plains, “because champagne is my favorite 
color. I like it because it goes so well with 
my hair. And the first time I ever went 
to a real grown-up dance, I was wearing 


on silk and had the time of my 
e. 

“Talking of clothes,” she goes on, “I love 
bulky things . . . bulky sweaters, bulky 
skirts and bulky belts. And shoes, shoes 
and more shoes although,” she admits, as 
she begins trailing her toes through the 
sand, “I love to run barefoot even more. 

“IT love jewelry too. In fact I love it so 
much that I don’t even have to buy it to 
enjoy it. I just go into a jewelry shop and 
look at things, pretending they are mine, 
and it’s so much fun. I like rings espe- 
cially.” 


ings have had a special meaning for 

her since she was a little girl, she 

explains, telling how she got her first 
one, which really wasn’t meant for her at 
all. She was sitting with her parents at 
dinner, one night, when her father drew 
a small box from his pocket and handed 
it to her mother. Sandra’s eyes opened 
wide. She loved surprise packages. She 
jumped up and down on her seat and cried, 
“Let me open it. Please, let me,” she 
begged, reaching for the box. 

“No,” said her father. “It’s for your 
mother.” 

She watched while her mother opened 
the package and gasped when she saw, 
nestled in the midst of cotton and tissue, 
the most exquisite ring of diamonds and 
topaz. 

“Oh,” she sighed. “It’s beautiful. 
the most beautiful ring I ever saw.” 

She watched closely as her mother tried 
it on, struggling to push it down her finger. 
A few moments later, her mother turned 
to her father and said, “I’m sorry, darling. 
But it’s just too small. Yet it’s so lovely 
it seems a shame not to keep it.” 

“Tl have it,” shouted Sandra. 

Her father grinned. He winked at her 
mother and then picked up the ring and 
tossed it across at Sandy. “But you mustn’t 
wear it until you’re very much older,” he 
warned. “Promise me.” 

“Of course, of course,” she agreed, de- 
lighted at her new treasure. So, for many 
months, she kept it carefully wrapped in 
jeweler’s cloth in the bottom drawer of 
her dressing table, taking it out only to 
clean and polish it (which actually was 
once a day). 

“When I go on a date today,” she says, 
“I sometimes wear that ring . . . if it’s a 
special occasion. On casual dates though, 
I just wear simple clothes and not much 
jewelry. It’s more comfortable that way. 
But have you seen some of those ‘mannish’ 
styles some girls wear? I hate them,” she 
says, and then giggles and she looks down 
at the pants and shirt she is wearing. 


It’s 
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“But my secret love,” she continues, “is 
black. I got my first black cocktail dress 
last year and it’s wonderful. Does every 
one get so excited over their first black 
dress? 

“And I’m beginning to experiment with 
hats too,” she adds, tilting her nose in 
the air and putting on a scornful, suave 
expression. “One that I like is a pink 
Easter bonnet with poppies on it. I feel 
so sophisticated in a hat.” 

But the next minute the little girl in 
her comes out again when she pouts and 
says, “I do still have terrible crushes on 
people .. . like Spencer Tracy and Kath- 
arine Hepburn. I haven’t even met some 
of the people I’m crazy about and I’m 
not sure if I really want to meet them. 
Because now I think they’re so perfect 
and they couldn’t possibly live up to ex- 
pectation . could they? And some- 
thing I hate is to be disappointed.” 


he laughs as a sudden gust of wind 

blows strands of her hair wild, puts 

her hands up to her head to straighten 
it, then lays her hands on her cheeks and 
says, “I haven’t any makeup on at all. 
None at all. I hate to wear the stuff on 
weekends, and I guess that’s a terrible 
admission for someone who’s been brought 
up to know how important it is. I used 
to think it was tremendous fun to watch 
the older models—when I was modeling— 
and copy them. And now I don’t any 
more. Isn’t that odd? 

“But I love all the new makeup fads,” 
she admits. “I fall for every one of them. 
When I can’t sleep at night, I often go 
into the bathroom very early in the morn- 
ing and experiment with all sorts of eye 
makeup and new lipstick colors. I must 
have gone through the entire range of 
fads from white lipstick and no rouge to 
V-bird shaped eyebrows. Once or twice 
my mother caught me in the bathroom 
and couldn’t understand what in the world 
I was doing awake at that time. She was 
pretty mad and told me to go back to bed 
immediately.” 

Next moment she laughs again as her 
poodle jumps into her plaid beach bag. 
“See my dog,” she says. “I cried over a 
dog once . . . cried and cried and cried so 
much that my parents were frantic with 
worry. 

“I was about six and I wanted a toy 
pomeranian more than anything in the 
world,” she recalls. “Daddy said I couldn’t 
have one because our family dog, a black 
cocker, had already been banished to the 
garage because it kept on getting dog hair 
all over the furniture. And a pom, he 
said, would have to live in the house and 
then it would make a mess.” 

That year she’d wanted one so badly, 
she explains, that one night, while her 
mother was undressing her for bed, she 
found that Sandra had broken out in a 
funny pink rash. They were going to call 
the doctor, but Sandra sulked and said, 
“No. It will go away if you just buy me 
a dog.” 

They called a doctor anyway, and he 
said that it was a nervous rash. So, a few 
days later, her father took her aside just 
before bedtime and said, “There'll be a 
surprise for you at Christmas.” 

Little Sandra’s eyes lit up. That meant 
a dog for sure, she thought, and ran hap- 
pily to her room. 

But Christmas Eve came .. . and there 
was no dog under the tree. And she al- 
ways got her presents on Christmas Eve. 
She waited up until her father got home, 
but he arrived empty-handed. Seeing him 
open the door, with nothing more than 
just a handful of colored lights and Christ- 
mas wrappings, she turned away and ran 
sobbing to her room. 

Her mother came running after her. 
“What’s the matter, darling?” she said, 











seeing Sandra lying face down on the bed. 


“I thought . . .” she whimpered, “I 
thought . . . you were getting me ...a 
dog.” 


And Sandra cried and cried and cried. 

Her mother patted her soothingly on 
the head and then went back to the living 
room. From her bed, Sandra could hear 
her parents talking in subdued voices. 

Then her mother returned. “Please stop 
crying,” she pleaded. “Please .. .” And 
Sandra saw that her face was quite white. 

Just a few minutes later, she heard 
yelping noises and a tiny little puppy 
come trotting into the room, followed 
closely by Sandra’s father. 

“Oh,” she cried. “My dog, my dog, my 
dog!” And she climbed down from the 
bed and ran to cuddle it. 

“IT found out later,” Sandy explains, 
“that Daddy had actually brought the dog 
home with him that night . . . but had 
come home, once before, earlier, with the 
dog, while I was still out at a friend’s 
house. Then he went out and came back 
again. They’d wanted to surprise me with 
it in the morning. They hadn’t realized 
I'd get so upset.” 


s she finishes speaking, she runs her 

hands along the sand, looks thought- 

ful for a moment and then adds, “I 
loved my stepfather. A few years ago, 
when he fell ill, I used to spend hours 
cooking him his favorite dishes. That’s 
when I really learned to cook. 

“I often made him salads, and because 
he was very particular about his foods, I 
was always extremely careful with the 
dressing: it had to be tasty. One of my 
specialties today is a very elaborate dish 
of lobster, cooked with rice, mushrooms 
and onions. I made up the recipe myself.” 
In fact, she says, she often experiments 
in the kitchen. Occasionally she cuts 


recipes out of women’s magazines—just 
like a housewife. She says her mother 
doesn’t object. She enjoys watching her 
cook. 

Suddenly she stops talking, rests her 
chin on her hands and says, “Do you 
know, I often get bored? All of a sudden, 
nothing seems interesting. Not any of 
the many many things I usually love to 
do in my spare time .. . like reading. I 
read best-sellers mostly. And listen to 
records. I guess I never cared too much for 
sports, although sometimes I go horseback 
riding and bicycling. I’m not too fond of 
bowling either. But if I’m out with a crowd 
and they suggest bowling, I go along and 
pretend to have a good time.” 

Occasionally for a pastime, she says, 
she plays cards, but not too often. She 
doesn’t like bridge, but enjoys canasta. 
She also likes to drive when she has a 
chance and is considered a good driver. 
“Once,” she admits, “I got a warning for 
driving too fast and since then I’ve slowed 
down. I guess there’s no sense in taking 
chances.” Sometimes, even though she 
looks like thirteen and is actually seven- 
teen, she sounds like twenty-five. 

She looks very serious and says, “I have 
problems. Real problems, although people 
never believe this. Do you know I don’t 
really have a girlfriend? I’ve been at 
professional school or the studio school 
for several years, and I haven’t had the 
chance to mix the way other girls do. I 
long for someone to confide in, to spend 
the night with and talk for hours and 
hours . . . to discuss boys with and dates 
and clothes. I have one girlfriend—the 
one I told you about—but she’s in New 
York. And long-distance calls are so ex- 
pensive. 

“I have worries too. I worry about my 
weight and my mother thinks it’s foolish. 
I worry about boys, too, and making a 





fool of myself on dates, like the time a 
boy took me to a high school dance... . 


Ss soon as we got there,” she recalls, “he 
wanted to jitterbug. I can’t jitterbug 
but I felt awkward about telling him 

so. So I let him lead me onto the floor 
and then, of course, he found out imme- 
diately. My feet just seemed to be going 
in all directions but the right one. He 
was very kind and offered to teach me. I 
didn’t know what to say because I was 
sure everyone in the room was staring. 
Finally I suggested we wait for something 
slower. I felt like such a fool, because 
all the other girls of my age, all the girls 
in the room, in fact, were dancing around 
the floor as though they’d been born to it. 

“Later that year Rick Nelson tried to 
teach me, but he didn’t succeed either.” 

Most of the boys she dates, she says, are 
young stars like Rick or Sal Mineo. 

She also worries about talking too much. 
“T'd hate to be labeled a bore,” she says 
and confides, “I often say things, too, that 
are tactless. But I don’t mean to—and I 
am trying to change.” 

She worries about losing her temper 
and she knows she’s untidy. “I’m terrible 
about not picking up my clothes,” she says. 
“When I’m home you can trail me by the 
things I’ve dropped.” Then she adds, co- 
quettishly, “But I never, never go out 
without brushing my hair neatly and mak- 
ing sure my nail polish isn’t chipped.” 

Then she tosses her head, stands up and 
says, “But I’m talking too much again. 
And all about me. It’s strictly personal.” 
And she picks up her beach bag (which 
still has her poodle inside) and runs off 
down the sand toward home. THE END 


WATCH FOR SANDRA IN U.I.’S “PORTRAIT IN 
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Yesterday Jim brought me roses 


I thought I was a good wife and mother... 


but I almost made a fatal mistake. 


When the children were small I was often 
too busy to fuss over my husband when he 


left for work or returned . . 
to take the right care of myself. 


When the children started to school and 
began to criticize my looks, I woke up to the 
fact that I was doing an injustice both to 


myself and my family. 


I talked to a friendly neighbor. How did 
she manage to look so fresh and attractive? 

“Tll tell you my secret,” she laughed. “No 
matter how tired or rushed I am, I always 
give myself a one-minute lather-massage 
morning and night with Cuticura Soap.” 


. and too busy 





ke 


I decided to try Cuticura Soap. In just a 


few days my skin began to bloom. This inspired me to 
take better care of my hair and figure. Most importantly, 
I stopped taking my patient, uncomplaining husband for 


granted. 


You know, he must have appreciated the change because 


yesterday Jim brought me roses. 





When blemishes occur, get the full treatment. Along with 
superemollient Cuticura Soap get soothing Cuticura Oint- 
ment to overcome dryness and relieve pimples and black- 
heads . . . cooling Cuticura Medicated Liquid to keep blem- 
ished skin antiseptically clean, curb oiliness, dry up pimples 
fast. In soap and toiletry sections everywhere. Canada also. 


NICK ADAMS 


Continued from page 37 


gested to Carol that she might look there. 
Their baby was due in the spring. “But 
what’s wrong with that . . . why the tears?” 
he asked, pa. 

“Because ... because it means you don’t 
love me any more. You can’t love me any 
more if you can make such a cheap sug- 
gestion for our baby. And only yesterday 
you said that nothing, not anything in the 
world, would ever be too good for me. 
Men are so unpredictable,” she finished. 
“Husbands especially.” 

Nick looked startled, then for a moment 
they just stood staring at each other, not 
saying a word. 

Suddenly Nick blurted out, “No kid of 
mine is going to wear fancy clothes when 
all he’ll do at the beginning is run around 
and wear them out anyhow!” 

Another silence followed. 

“Maybe I never really knew you,” 
said quietly. 

“You’re so sensitive,” 
only suggested. 

There was a knock at the door. Nick 
went over to answer it. It was a neighbor 
from across the hall who was standing 
holding an empty cup in her hand. “Could 
you spare a little coffee?” she asked. “I’m 
completely out.” 

Carol hung her head, hoping the neighbor 
wouldn’t see her red eyes. Then, as Nick 
went into the kitchen to fetch some, she 
fumbled in her pocket for a handkerchief 
and began blowing her nose vigorously, as 
though she had a heavy cold. “I can’t let 
her see I’ve been crying,” Carol thought, 
embarrassed. 

“Hay fever?” asked the neighbor. 

“Oh ... yes,” Carol answered. “I’ve suf- 
fered a lot this year.” 

“That’s a shame,” said the -neighbor. 
And, seeing Nick, added, “Your poor wife.” 

“Poor wife?” repeated Nick, looking puz- 
zled. 

“Yes ... her hay fever.” 

“Hay fever!” 

“Yes, darling,” said Carol thinking very 
quickly, and deciding how slow men can be 
to catch on at times. “You know how I 
suffer.” Then, turning to the neighbor, she 
added, “He’s been so sweet about it. Keeps 
insisting I take pills although I know they 
do no good.” 

The woman took the coffee from Nick, 
thanked them, started to leave, then turned 


she 
Nick grumbled. “I 


and said casually, “You two certainly have 
fixed your place up grand. You are really 
lucky kids. Yes, you sure are lucky . 

my daughter’s been married eight years 
next March. She and her husband haven’t 
been able to have a child yet. Oh, they 
don’t say anything, but you can tell they 
feel something’s missing in their lives .. . 
well, I hope I haven’t bothered you... .” 

As soon as the door closed, they looked 
at each other sheepishly. 

“Hay fever,” scolded Nick, playfully. 
“Only my wife could think of something 
like that.” 

“I guess she’s right, Nick. We are lucky.” 
And she ran over to Nick to kiss him. 
“T’m sorry I shouted,” she said. “It’s all 


my fault.” 

“No, it was mine,” Nick insisted. And 
for the moment, everything was quiet 
again. Then they both roared and Nick 
grabbed her, lifted her up and dumped 
her on the sofa. “It was my fault,” he in- 
sisted, threatening to tickle her if she 
didn’t agree. She nodded yes because she 
was laughing too hard to answer. 

“Remember,” she asked, when finally 
she caught her breath. “Remember we 
said we’d never argue again—after our 
first one on our honeymoon.” And she 
smiled as she pushed back his hair 
gently ... 


he and Nick had been sitting close to- 

gether on an old-fashioned love seat in 

front of a crackling, red-orange fire. 
It had felt cozy and warm, just as she’d 
dreamed it would be. Outside, the wind 
was blowing gently, making a whistling 
sound as it rushed past the trees. 

They'd been married just forty-eight 
hours and were spending their honeymoon 
in a white-frame cottage, snuggled in be- 
tween giant fir trees, and overlooking a big 
blue lake. The resort, Lake Arrowhead, 
only a few hours drive from Hollywood, 
was nearly deserted at that time of year, 
so she and Nick had almost an entire 
mountain to themselves. It was beautiful 
and quiet; a perfect place, she had thought, 
for two people in love who are all in- 
volved with the newness of each other. 

They had sat silently, for a while, hold- 
ing hands and then suddenly they began 
talking about the future, about all the 
things they were going to do together. 
Then, almost together, they got onto the 
question of the past, learning all the 
little things about each other that they 
hadn’t had time to discuss during their 
very brief courtship. 

In fact, they’d only met a month before— 
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when they’d gone, separately, to a big 
Hollywood party and, they later decided, 
were drawn to each other by some mag- 
netic-like force that was neither explain- 
able nor logical. He’d asked her name. 
They’d begun to chat. He’d taken her 
home. They’d sat parked in his car in 
front of her house talking until the first 
rays of the sun came up. Later that day, 
they’d gone to the beach, then out to din- 
ner. Twenty-one days later, Nick had 
slipped a diamond ring on her finger and, 
after an eight day engagement, they’d flown 
to Las Vegas, along with her parents and 
sister and a few close friends of Nick, to 
be married. Then they’d flown right back 
to Hollywood, spent their wedding night 
in Nick’s bachelor apartment and, since 
he had only two days free before starting 
a TV show, they’d left early the next 
morning for the lake. 

“Nick,” she’d said suddenly. “When— 
when we have children, what would you 
like to call them?” 

“Children!” Nick quipped. “Sounds like 
you have a whole brood in mind.” 

“No ... not really. Just maybe two... 
or three.” 

Nick had been silent for a moment. 
“Reb’s a good name for a boy,” he said at 
length. “But it’s a long way off.” 

“Reb . . . Reb,” she’d repeated. 
strong. Or Mark?” 

“Mmm,” said Nick, not so convinced. 

“Bet you'll be a strict father,” she’d 
teased. 

“And what's wrong with that?” 

“Nothing,” she’d laughed at his stern ex- 
pression. “It’s good ... as long as you're 
not too strict.” 

Well, I don’t believe in sparing the rod,” 
he’d said. “And I also think a kid should 
learn by his own mistakes.” 

. . . by his own mistakes! That’s an 
awful way to treat a child!” she’d said. 

And suddenly, they were having their 
first argument—about how to raise chil- 
dren . . . and they were only on their 
honeymoon. And they learned something. 
When you're deeply in love, when you’re 
learning to live together, when you want 
to be perfect for each other, just every- 
thing is important. And when everything 
is important, as Nick would laugh many 
times, you’re sure to argue. 

“It’s because I love you so much that 
every little thing matters,” Nick had said 
when, two seconds later, they had made 
up and were appalled that they should 
have shouted at each other. And she had 
agreed. 

“Sometimes it’s hard to understand the 
person fully when you’re so caught up 
with the newness of marriage,” Carol says 
today. Now she knows why Nick feels this 
way about bringing up children. What’s 
more, she agrees with him. 

It was because they’d been raised differ- 
ently. She’d always been sheltered, sur- 
rounded not only by close family ties but 
by economic security. She’d never known 
hunger or what it was like to scrounge for 
a living or how it felt to want something 
so much you could almost taste it. But 
Nick did. 

He’d been raised in a hard working fam- 
ily who’d never had more than basic neces- 
sities—something he wanted his children 
to know about so they could appreciate 
all that they had. 


“is 


fter their two-day honeymoon, they’d 
come back to town, found a nice apart- 
ment and moved right in. Nick had 
teased her and insisted she’d only wanted 
the place because of its pink kitchen. 
And she’d laughed and admitted that 
maybe this was true. And they’d gone to 
look for furniture and had fun picking out 
the pieces they wanted. It had all been 
so wonderful, setting up their new home. 
She had promised herself that she was 
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going to be an understanding, thoughtful, 
practical, helpful—well, just perfect—wife. 

She’d even decided she would never let 
her husband go to work without getting 
up at 5:30 in the morning to make him 
a good breakfast. It was the duty of a good 
wife to do so. So, very quietly, she’d slipped 
out of bed at five o’clock and tiptoed into 
the kitchen to begin preparing it. Mean- 
while, he’d gotten out of bed and by the 
time he was washed and dressed, she had 
had an inviting meal of bacon, eggs, toast 
and hot sweet rolls waiting for him. He’d 
gone whistling into the kitchen, yet, the 
moment he saw the meal, an odd, disap- 
pointed expression clouded his face. But 
he didn’t say a word. He just hugged her 
and sat down and finished everything she’d 
set before him. “After all that bother,” 
she’d thought, when he left, “he didn’t so 
much as say ‘thank you.’ Just like a man.” 

So the next morning, she didn’t bother 
to get up at all. But she couldn't resist 
peeking, from behind a screen, as he made 
his own breakfast. And then she had had 
the shock of her life. For he had gotten 
out the electric blender and was filling it 
with orange juice, a raw egg and some 
wheat germ from a can and mixing the 
whole lot into a horrible mess. 

“Oh, no!” she whispered, putting her 
hands to her face. And then she realized 
she’d never asked him what he ate for 
breakfast and he’d eaten all her breakfast 
and not complained. 

Being perfect took all day, Carol soon 
learned. She’d busied herself around the 
apartment, dusting even where there was 
no dust. Then she’d gone down to the 
neighborhood market and introduced her- 
self to the grocer and then the butcher, 
giving her name, very proudly, as “Mrs. 
Adams.” She must have stood in front of 
the meat counter for almost an hour, she 
remembered, not wanting to admit she 
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didn’t know one cut from another and yet 
wanting so much to get the right one. 
Finally, she bought a lean cut of roast beef. 
Then she hunted through the packets of 
frozen vegetables until she’d found two 
she thought Nick would like. And she also 
bought some jello for a mold and a cake 
mix. 


hen, she’d gone home to devote the 
whole afternoon to preparing just about 
the best dinner she knew how. Nick, 
she remembered, must have called almost 
ten times that afternoon . . . just to tell 
her how much he loved her. She was still 
a little nervous about calling him, in case 
he was busy. 
She hadn’t told him that, when he called, 
she was standing in a kitchen piled high 
with dishes and pots and pans. She hadn’t 


wanted him to know what a muddle she’d 
gotten herself into trying to make the cake. 
It should have been so simple. At least 
that’s what the directions said. Even the 
roast presented a problem and the peas 
had burned. Finally, though, she peeked 
in the icebox to find that the jello had set. 
The finished cake, she had to admit, 
didn’t look bad at all. And the roast looked 
like a roast! So, about the time she ex- 
pected Nick to arrive home, she ran into 
the bedroom to get dressed. She’d made up 
her mind that her husband would never 
come home to find her a mess. 

But, just as she’d decided what to wear, 
she heard his key in the lock. Her hair was 
still falling all over her face and her skirt 
was covered with flour. 

When he came in, he took her in his arms, 
kissed her gently, and then, holding her at 
arm’s length, whistled softly, “You look 
wonderful. .. I have a beautiful wife, that’s 
for sure.” 

What! She couldn’t believe her ears. 
She knew she looked a mess. 

It was true, only a husband could love 
you looking like that. When Nick had first 
said it, she’d thought he was fooling. But 
he wasn’t, because he kissed her behind 
the ear and sighed, “Mmm. You smell good 
too.” 

“Garlic,” she laughed. 

The dinner had turned out perfect. And 
Nick was delighted. She’d set the table 
with their best pink cloth and the elegant 
silver and dishes they’d been given as 
wedding presents. And he’d said how lovely 
everything looked, noticing even the 
flowers. 

She vowed it would always be like this, 
until two days later... 

That day, she happened to meet a girl- 
friend while out shopping. They’d begun 
talking, stopped in for coffee together, then 
gone bargain hunting in a store that had 
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just opened. Before she realized what had 
happened, the day had flown by and it was 
already six o’clock. She had rushed into 
the nearest supermarket, bought a quick 
TV dinner and a carton of ice cream and 
arrived home just a few minutes before 
Nick. 

When he got in he seemed tired and, tak- 
ing off his coat, had said, “Boy, what a day 
I’ve had. The only thing that kept me 
going was the thought of you .. . and 
the wonderful dinner that would be wait- 
ing for me. And am I hungry! You know 
I’m a lucky guy. I’ve told everybody what 
a great little cook I married.” 

She didn’t know what to do. She just 
began serving the TV dinner. 

“I was out shopping and I met a girl- 
friend. I guess I must have forgotten about 
the time . . . I am sorry,” she said quietly. 

Nick looked up. “What do you mean? 
This is exactly what I wanted.” 

She could have hugged him. Instead, the 
next day, she especially telephoned him 
at the studio to ask him what he'd like 
for dinner that night, apologizing for what 
seemed to be the hundreth time—for the 
night before. 

“What would you like, Nick,” she’d 
asked. “Name anything.” 

For a moment there had been silence, 
then he said, “How about a chicken TV 
dinner. You know, I kind of like them...” 

And there had been so many wonder- 
ful things, too, that they’d shared during 
their early wacky months of marriage. 

Sometimes, Carol felt, she loved Nick so 
much she could never show him how 
much. They had so much happiness. And 
then, when the doctor told her what she 
had hoped might be true—that she was to 
have a baby—she felt that it all couldn’t 
be possible. 

The first time she put on her maternity 
clothes, Nick had laughed happily and 
joked, “You look just like a kid playing 
at dressing up.” And in a way she felt 
that, too. She was only five feet tall and 
she looked like a little girl who'd stuffed 
herself with a pillow. But she was won- 
derfully healthy, and if pregnancy dis- 
rupted the household, it was only be- 
cause Nick had food cravings. 


nd around that same time they’d gone 

house-hunting because the apartment 

they had wasn’t big enough for three 
and she’d discovered a wonderful “kookie” 
type of place sitting on a hillside. It was 
round and made of attractive flagstone and 
it had two bedrooms as well as a guest 
room. There was a big kitchen, a dining 
room, and an alcove off the master bedroom 
to be turned into a nursery. The living 
room was large and in the center was a 
fireplace that reached to the ceiling, and 
from anywhere in the place, you could 
look through the glass roof and see the sky. 

Then Nick came home one night to tell 
her he’d sold his idea for a TV series and 
on top of that Mercury had asked him to 
record “Born a Rebel” and “Bull Run.” 
“You've brought me luck,” he’d said, hug- 
ging her tightly. “You know that . 
everything good has happened to me since 
I met you. And you're the most precious. 
I love you, Carol, very much.” 

She wanted to tell him exactly how she 
felt, but all she could say, shyly, was “Me 
too.” Somehow, he seemed to understand 
because he said, “I know.” 

Nick had to work seven days a week 
after the series started filming. She hardly 
ever saw him, and she began to worry as 
thousands of other new brides have, “If 
he loved me, he’d come home—no matter 
what.” 

Then one night she couldn’t stand it 
any longer. When Nick came home, she 
didn’t meet him at the door and when he 
finally found her, she asked quietly, “Nick, 
why ... why are you away so much? Is 


there that much to do? Is everything else 
more important than me?” The words just 
seemed to flood. She couldn’t stop them. 

Nick didn’t answer. He just paced up 
and down. “I...” he began, then stopped 
and paced a little more. “It’s like this . . .” 
he tried again. And stopped a second time. 

“You don’t love me any more. Is that 
what you’re trying to say?” Carol shouted. 

“No, Carol. No!” he said, with anger in 
his voice. “It’s not that at all.” 

“Well, what is it?” she screamed. 

He came over to where she sat on the 
couch and sat down beside her. “Carol,” he 
said. “I have to work hard ... it’s for you. 
It’s all for you, and our baby. So that I 
can be successful and my family can have 
everything. I know I’m out in the evenings 
and away sometimes on weekends, but 
believe me, it’s not because I don’t love 
you. It’s just the opposite. Carol, I love 
you more than anything else in this 
world .. .” 

She bent her head onto his shoulder. She 
was so ashamed for feeling sorry for her- 
self, she could only say over and over, 
like a broken record, “I’m so sorry, so 
sorry, Nick.” 

They were learning all the time. 


radually, Nick became more mellow 

and Carol a little stronger. They 

argued but she didn’t collapse into 
tears and he didn’t clam up. She still 
missed him and maybe he couldn’t call 
her five times a day from the studio, but 
he still called twice. And when he came 
home late at night and more and more of 
his weekends were crowded with publicity 
tours and appearances, no matter how 
busy he was, they still found time for being 
together. Daily, their understanding grew. 
They became more natural with each other 
and felt more sure of their marriage, more 
contented. They were growing sure of 
each other’s love. 

And then, one Friday night, Nick came 
home to find a roast beef dinner waiting 
for him. There was a pink cloth on the 
table and candles lit and music playing and 
all their best china and silver neatly ar- 
ranged. Carol’s hair was combed back and 
she had on her best black maternity skirt 
and a frilly white lace top. 

After the meal, Nick put a few logs on 
the fire and Carol curled up on the sofa. 
Nick sat beside her and they talked quiet- 
ly... . About the nursery complete with 
Mother Goose linoleum, a crib, and draw- 
ers full of diapers and homemade booties 
supplied by the two prospective grandmas. 

They talked about names for the baby. 
It was to be Reb if it was a boy and Linda 
Lee if the baby was a girl. 

After a while, Nick got up and went 
into the kitchen. It was time for Carol’s 
nightly bubble gum—her only craving— 
and, as he handed it to her he said casually, 
“Honey, I saw the funniest thing today. A 
camel’s hair coat, size one. Can you think 
how it would look!” 

She laughed, knowing it would cost a 
great deal. 

“But you don’t believe in expensive 
clothes for a child,” she chided. 

“Oh, well,” Nick added quickly, “Of 
course, the baby would have to wear it 
at least four seasons!” 

They’d been married nearly a year—it 
had been a wacky, wonderful year—and 
amazing, too, when they remembered that 
not so long ago they’d been perfect stran- 
gers. Now they were a man and a wife 
who not only loved each other, but under- 
stood and knew how to live together .. . 
naturally and happily. “Who was it that 
said the first year was the hardest? He 
must have been crazy,” Nick said recently, 
looking at Carol. THE ENp 
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JOAN COLLINS 


Continued from page 59 


is that you’re getting nowhere fast. You 
run to parties and good times, dating mil- 
lionaire actors and handsome princes—but 
have they made you happy?” 

She took a warm bath to relax and, 
later, as she turned off the light, she 
stretched back and prayed that sometime 
this year some change would come, some 
change for the better. And as she prayed, 
she thought back over her life and what 
it was she really wanted. 

Did she want marriage? She was afraid, 
worried that she might marry on the run 
the way she did when she was seventeen, 
only to have it end in misery. But years 
had passed since then. Hadn’t she grown 
up? Hadn’t she developed a sense of re- 
sponsibility about life? Then what sort of 
man was for her? She pondered these 
questions over and over, tossing restlessly, 
wishing she could fall into a deep sleep. 

One August night, soon after, she ac- 
cepted an invitation of her friends, Herb 
and Barbara Viner, who had asked her to 
join them for dinner at an intimate res- 
taurant in Hollywood. Joan, arriving a 
little early at the restaurant, waited in the 
lobby. While standing there, she suddenly 
sensed she was being stared at by some- 
one. She looked around and finally her 
eyes settled on a young man, sitting with 
a lovely tall and suntanned girl opposite 
him. 

Was she imagining things—or was he 
looking at her? 

He definitely was, she decided, a few 
minutes later. 

Embarrassed, she went to wait for Herb 
and Barb at the doorway. When they 





arrived she told them about the man. “I 
have had the queerest feeling,” Joan said, 
“of being stared at. Don’t look now but I 
think it’s that young man over there. Isn’t 
that awful? A man flirting with another 
girl when he’s out with a date?” 

Barb, looking over Joan’s shoulder, in- 
terrupted her. “That’s Warren Beatty,” 
she whispered. “You couldn’t mean him. 
He’s Shirley MacLaine’s brother.” 

They walked on toward their table, and 
Joan forgot about him, not knowing, at the 
time, that he was the man she would 
some day want to marry. 


he was to see him again just a few days 

later. That Saturday, Joan’s good 

friend, John Foreman, called, and sug- 
gested they go to a party that evening at 
Debbie Power Loew’s. 

“But I don’t feel like dressing,” Joan 
complained. 

“Come on,” John coaxed. “It'll do you 
good. You don’t go out much any more, 
and it'll be fun. There’ll be lots of people 
there and they'll pick up your spirits.” 

No sooner did she arrive at the crowded 
party than she spotted Warren—with an- 
other date. He didn’t say hello to her. 

Dressed in a dark flannel suit, Warren 
was sitting at the grand piano in the liv- 
ing room, playing free and easy jazz that 
blended softly with the babble of voices. 
His date stood close by him. 

All evening he and Joan didn’t acknowl- 
edge each other. She waited for him to 
nod, or smile, but he didn’t. And she real- 
ized she felt hurt. Finally, as the party 
began to break up, Joan invited a few of 
the guests to her apartment for coffee. 
Then someone suggested, “Why don’t you 
ask Warren Beatty and his date? He seems 
lonely. Just got into town a couple of 
weeks ago.” 


Joan, startled, yet trying to maintain 
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her composure, replied, “I really don’t 
know Warren very well. But if you want 
to ask him—and his girl—that’s fine with 
me. 

“She’s not his girl,” the fellow explained. 
“Only a blind date.” 

He went over to the piano, spoke to 
Warren and handed him a piece of paper 
with Joan’s address and telephone number. 

Back at Joan’s apartment, the crowd 
played records, danced, ate and drank cof- 
fee. By two o’clock when everyone had 
left, Joan was alone again. She had hoped 
Warren would come. 

But he never did. 

The next morning she got up early and 
drove to the beach at Santa Monica. Re- 
turning home, late that afternoon, she 
dialed her telephone-answering service to 
— if there were any messages left for 

er. 

Warren Beatty had called six times! 

No sooner did she put down the re- 
ceiver than the telephone rang. 

“Hello,” Joan said. 

“Joan?” A slow, drawling voice at the 
other end of the line spoke. “This is . . 
Warren. Warren Beatty.” 

“Hi,” Joan said. “I just got home from 
the beach and found your messages.” 

“Are you busy for dinner?” 

She paused. She just didn’t know what 
to say. He’d acted so strangely—right 
from the first time in the restaurant. 

Suddenly, she found herself agreeing to 
meet him in fifteen minutes. Was it 
curiosity? 


he dressed more quickly than she’d ever 
dressed in her life: a pastel rose 
blouse, a burgundy skirt, a gold brace- 

let and small gold hoop earrings. 
He arrived and suggested they dine 
at a little Mexican restaurant. She liked 
the authority with which he suggested the 
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works fast to clear pimples! 
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‘Floats’ Out Blackheads. cLEARAsIL softens 
and loosens blackheads so they float out with 
normal washing. And, CLEARASIL is greaseless, 
stainless, pleasant to use day and night for 
uninterrupted medication. 


Proved by Skin Specialists! In tests on over 
300 patients, 9 out of every 10 cases were 
cleared up or definitely improved 
while using CLEARASIL (either lo- 
tion or tube). In Tube, 69¢ and 
98¢. Long-lasting Lotion squeeze- 
bottle, only $1.25 (no fed. tax). 
Money-back guarantee. ’ 
At all drug 


counters. 








LARGEST-SELLING PIMPLE MEDICATION 
BECAUSE IT REALLY WORKS 





place, not waiting for her to dilly-dally. 

At first, it seemed difficult to talk. She 
found herself staring into his blue eyes 
that were mysterious and deep. 

“Do you like Hollywood?” she ven- 
tured. 

She saw him swallow. “Uh-huh,” he re- 
plied, non-committally, reaching over to 
light her cigarette. 

Finally, unable to hold back the ques- 
tion any longer, she put down her fork, 
looked into his eyes and asked him di- 
rectly, “Warren, may I ask . . . why did 
you call me today but didn’t speak to me 
on Saturday?” 

After a pause, longer than an eternity, 
he explained, “I was very depressed on 
Saturday and when they asked me to 
come over to your apartment I didn’t want 
you to see me in such a blue mood.” 

She closed her eyes; somehow she be- 
lieved what he said, although she couldn’t 
understand why. Maybe it was the way 
he looked straight at her when he spoke. 
He didn’t seem like the same man who'd 
stared at her in the restaurant. 

He continued. “I .. . I was so happy 
tonight when you said yes, that you’d 
meet me for dinner, that I went out and 
childishly had an ice cream cone to cele- 
brate! I'd been wanting to meet you since 
I first came to Hollywood.” 

Looking into his blue eyes, she suddenly 
wanted to cry. But why? 

Their conversation flowed on. They 
found they had so much to talk about, 
that they couldn’t stop. They discussed 
books they liked, their favorite films, Cali- 
fornia. It was hard to believe the two of 
them could be sitting in this small, in- 
consequential restaurant, enjoying each 
other’s company so much. Many of the 
men Joan had dated demanded constant 
attention and flattery. And to them it was 
imperative they be seen in the “right 
places” with her, while she was expected 
to wear French gowns and pose like a 
movie queen for newspaper photographers. 
Now, all of a sudden, she realized the deep 
happiness of sitting across the table from 
someone who seemed to like her just for 
being herself. 

She told him a great deal about her- 
self: her childhood days in England, the 
student years at the Royal Academy in 
London. Her dad, a vaudeville booking 
agent, had begged her not to go into 
show business, but she loved it because 
she grew up with it. How did she get her 
first break? Warren wanted to know. 

“Through my modeling,” she confessed. 
“Some agents saw a photo of me and I 
tested for the lead in ‘Lady Godiva Rides 
Again,’ and was turned down. But I did 
get a bit part.” 

She listened intently to what Warren 
told her about himself; his childhood in 
Virginia where his dad was a college pro- 
fessor. Warren laughed over how he and 
his sister, Shirley, hassled over who would 
have the car on weekends. He was crazy 
about sports, won letters in football, bas- 
ketball, track and baseball. Northwestern 
U offered him a football scholarship, and 
he accepted it for a year. Then he decided 
to go on his own to New York to study 
acting. 

Sipping icewater and tea, they sat at 
the table for hours. On the way home, he 
asked her for a date for the following 
night. And the night after that, he asked 
for another date. And they began dating 
every night, dining or taking cool rides, or 
just sitting at her home talking. 

“You know what?” Joan confided one 
evening, “I’ve changed since I’ve met you. 
I used to always go into large, well-known 
restaurants. Now, I don’t care about such 
things. Just so long as I’m with you. It’s 


| being with someone that brings happi- 


ness—not being somewhere. And you 


make me feel like a lady wherever we 
are. 

True, he was gentlemanly, his family 
had given him a love for manners. He 
always lit her cigarettes, held a door 
open for her, stood up the moment she 
came into a room. 


hen, one day, Warren was cast in the 

Broadway play, “A Loss of Roses,” and 

they found themselves separated. After 
just a few days, Joan, unable to bear being 
away from him, flew to New York. While 
he rehearsed, they never went out. They 
stayed home in his apartment while she 
helped him memorize his lines, meeting 
during the day just for quick meals to- 
gether. She wanted him to be a success, 
and she wanted to help him in the study 
of his role. 

In such a short time, it was hard to be- 
lieve what had happened to her. She felt 
as though she were another person; or 
was it just that she never before had 
allowed her natural self to emerge? Had 
she kept her real self hidden from the 
world, afraid everyone might taunt and 
poke fun at her for not being a runabout— 
what was expected of a movie star? 

Now, she was hardly making any de- 
mands. Instead, she was learning the 
pleasure of giving, helping him to prove 
to himself that he was a good actor, and 
she waited patiently with him through all 
the difficult weeks of rehearsal and then 
waited to see what the critics would say. 

The critics raved. She was happy. And a 
week later, after Warren’s show opened 
on Broadway, she refused to go to London 
for the filming of “Sons and Lovers.” 
Newspapers implied she wouldn’t go be- 
cause she didn’t want to leave Warren. 
Was it true? 

That evening, as the newspapers carried 
the story, she prepared to meet Warren 
after the show. As she walked to the 
theater, she alone knew why she had 
turned down the role, and it was not for 
the reason they had suggested. Much as 
she loved Warren, much as she hated to 
be away from him, she didn’t turn it 
down because of that. She had turned 
down the role because of a new confidence 
in herself. A confidence Warren’s love had 
given her. A confidence to only take 
roles she really wanted. And live a life 
which she herself really wished. Not one 
just filled with outer glamor which now 
seemed empty. 

“Warren has given me strength,” Joan 
said later. “But then all lovers give each 
other strength, don’t they? And the more 
we get to know each other, the greater our 
strength becomes. Our plans? Marriage, 
yes. But I don’t think we should rush 
into it. If we take time now and get to 
know each other well, then I think we can 
face the ups and downs of marriage. 
Already, for instance, there are people 
who are casting little barbs at us. But I 
don’t pay any attention to them. They 
say Warren’s younger than I. He’s only 
a year younger. Certainly, he’s trying to 
get ahead, to find some security. He 
doesn’t take me to smart places. He can’t 
afford them. But all these things don’t 
matter, somehow. Nothing matters when 
you’re in love—except your deep-rooted 
belief in each other. That is what’s en- 
riching. 

“We're not officially engaged yet. But 
that doesn’t matter either. I trust our 
love. 

“Like every woman, I needed love to 
bring me back to life. Do you know that 
line by the poet, Rilke? It sums up my 
feelings about love and life. 

“Love consists in this: two solitudes that 
protect and touch, and greet each other. 
That’s what I believe.” THE END 


DON’T MISS JOAN IN 20TH’S “SEVEN THIEVES.” 
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A. New from Dana, a golden flacon for 
the purse, filled with “Tabu” or “20 
Carats” and refillable via its match- 
ing funnel. Perfume dram, $5.00* 


B. For an all-over smoothing, silk-up 
chapped skin with Dry Skin Bath Oil 
by “Evening in Paris.” A fragrant 
capful to a tub does the trick. $1.00* 


C. Brighten up the scene with “Wash 
’n Tint” color shampoo, to condition 
as it cleanses, adds highlights. Made 
by Lanolin Plus, in five shades. $1.50* 


D. Cutex puts tasty colors at your fin- 
gertips this spring: “Candy Pink” and 
“Sugar Plum,” confections of clear or 
rosy pink. In two sizes, 20¢* and 35¢* 


E. For double-duty protection, Stop- 
ette introduces two anti-perspirants to 
use alternately: Clear Blue Liquid and 
new Pink Lotion formula. Both, 69¢* 


*plus tax 
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SUFFER 


su" PSORIASIS? 


FROM 
(Skin Disorder) 


SURE YOU CAN WEAR 
SHEER HOSE! 


Don’t let psoriasis keep you 
from wearing the clothes that 
will make you most attractive. 
SIROIL helps remove those 
unsightly crusts and scales. 27 j 
years of successful results. ; j 
SIROIL won't stain clothing or f * i 
bedlinens. Sold on 2-weeks-satis- f 





faction or money refunded basis. tf 
sde 
SIROIL Fata 
DRUG STORES 
For greater daytime comfort use new SIR-O-LENE 
Skin Softener between nightly Siroil applications. 
p—— Write today for new FREE bookler__ 


SIROIL LABORATORIES, INC. 7 
] Dept. M-102, Santa Monica, Calif. | 
| Please send me your new FREE booklet on PSORIASIS. | 
IE co cnceintintiiatianiitntinnianiaain | 
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shave lady? 
don’t do it! 


Cream hair away the beautiful way... 
with new baby-pink, sweet-smelling Neet—you’ll never have a trace of 
nasty razor stubble! Always to neaten underarms, everytime to smooth | 
legs to new smoother beauty, and next time for that faint downy 


fuzz on the face, why not consider Neet? 
Goes down deep where no razor can reach ' 
to cream hair away the beautiful way. _ aL » 





Lory 















Cover all 
BLEMISHES 


A Quick, Simple Way to Cover all skin imper- 
fections— Birth- Marks, scars, dark circles, or 
brown & white spots, bruises, veins, blotches. 
Stays on all day. Waterproof and greaseless. 
SHADES: Light, medium, rachel, brunette, 
suntan and dark. Jar $1.25. Or send 25¢ for 
a liberal sample. At dime stores everywhere. 


HIDE-IT RESEARCH CO. 


5251 West Harrison St., Dept. MN-4, Chicago 44, Ill. 








Hamawtling DOES NOT LIE... 


ANALYZE 
HANDWRITING 


For MORE INCOME ... MORE PRESTIGE 
, and MORE SUCCESS! 


NOW, at home in your spare time, you can train 
to be a professional grapho analyst. There is abig 
and growing demand for experts in this fascinat- 
ing science of reading character and personality 
traits from ordinary handwriting. 


Profitable, Dignified PROFESSION 


Many of our members earn as much as $50 in an 
hour from counseling, lecturing, teaching, ques- 
tioned document work, etc. Grapho analysis 
teaches you how to really understand people—in- 
eluding yourself. It’s an exciting new field open 
to both men and women. 


Send for FREE Sample Lesson 
Let us tell you about the amazing 
opportunities open to you in 
handwriting analysis, No obli- 
gation. Write today for our big 
FREE catalog and sample les- 
son. Both will be rushed out 
to you by mail in a sealed en- 
velope, without charge. 

(Please state your age.) =. 


INTERNATIONAL GRAPHO ANALYSIS SOCIETY 
Dept. 94 - Springfield 4, Missouri 
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SOMETHING 
WONDERFUL 
FOR 

TEEN 
AGERS 


TEENS 


Teenagers from every part of the country tell 
us Teens Topay is a most wonderful, won- 
derful magazine. This new publication, de- 
voted to what fellows and girls secretly think, 
is the most helpful magazine for teenagers 
published. Why? Simply because the opin- 


ions expressed are by boys and girls af your | 


age who share problems identical to+ yours. 


Here are revealing, outspoken reports on 
what boys like about girls—and what boys 
hate about girls. Here, too, the girls: talk 
back and tell why some boys do not ratejwith 
them. Get your copy of this wonderful mag- 
azine today. Only 25¢ at your favorite mag- 
azine counter now. 


PARTIAL CONTENTS (MARCH ISSUE) 
BOYS AGREE . 


GIRLS RUIN THEIR OWN REPUTATIONS 
WE FLIP FOR SOPHISTICATED TYPES 
GIRLS DEMAND TOO MUCH 

GIRLS AREN'T GIRLS ENOUGH 


GIRLS AGREE 


KEEP HIM ON A LONG CHAIN 
1'M 16 AND | KNOW I'M IN LOVE! 
COLLEGE SURE IS DIFFERENT 
BOYS AREN'T BOYS ENOUGH 


FELLOWS AND GIRLS ARE... 


LISTENING TO, 
LOOKING AT, 
AND READING... 


ONLY 25¢ 


At all newsdealers. If your newsdealer is 
sold out, mail coupon with 25¢ today. 





TEENS TODAY WG-460 
205 E. 42nd St., New York 17, N. Y. 


Rush me a copy of the April, 1960 issue of 
TEENS TODAY. | enclose 25c. 





(Canadian Price 30c) 
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ELVIS PRESLEY 


Continued from page 45 


working so we could keep going through 
the rough times. 

These are the symbols I keep before 
me. I don’t forget those early days now 
that I have so much. I don’t forget that 
I've been lucky. Thousands live like we 
used to live. I’m lucky that millions of 
people all over the world wanted what I 
had to offer—that I now have every ma- 
terial thing I want. 

I thank God for all that. 

But there were those early days when all 
we seemed to have was despair. 

I don’t know if you knew my mom and 


| dad were both orphans. They married when 


Mom was nineteen and Dad a year or 
so older. 

I was one of twins, born in the little 
shack at Tupelo. My twin brother Aaron 


| died when he was just a few months old 


and I was given the name Aaron after my 


| first name. 


My brother’s death hit my parents hard, 


| but they say when one twin dies the other 
| grows up with all the qualities of the 
| other, too. I doubt that, but if I did I’m 
| lucky. 


Life wasn’t so great in those days. Dad 
was a house painter—a good one—but in 


| that small town where nobody had much 
| money, they hadn’t any to spare on peel- 


ing walls or blistering paint. 
My mother had to work in a dress fac- 


| tory so we could have enough to eat. 


Dad, when he could, got truck-driving 
jobs. We never actually starved, but we 
came pretty close to it at times. 

It may have been very tough, but I 


| didn’t know it then since I had no other 
kind of life to compare it with. 


know that when I was four or five all 
I looked forward to was Sundays when 
we all went to sing at our church. We 
were members of the Fundamentalist 


Assembly of God. 


I loved the music and sang as loud as 


| I could. We borrowed the style of our 


psalm singing from that of the early Ne- 
groes—a rolling, rhythmic style, with 
everybody swaying in the church. 

This was the only singing training I 
ever had. I never had lessons. 

Probably, this early revivalist type of 
singing had an effect on my style today. 
I don’t honestly know. 

As I got older I used to sing solos, and 
my ambition as a young teenager was to 
be a quartette gospel singer. 

I loved the old church filled with sun- 
light and my mother and father singing 
beside me. We forgot our problems. 

Then, when I was fourteen, my parents 
could forget them no longer. We decided 
to go to a bigger town so Dad could get 
more work. 

We left the shack in Tupelo and headed 
for the big town of Memphis in Tennessee, 
where we had another two-room home on 
Alabama Street. 

Here, Dad found work. He got a fairly 
good job in a paint factory, but still my 
mother had to go out to work to keep us 
going. 

They sent me to the Memphis high 
school and clothed me as well as any of 
the other kids, although it cost them a lot. 

After school, I worked nights as a movie 
attendant. That brought in another $14 a 
week. 

Weekends, I mowed lawns with Negro 
laborers at a half-dollar apiece on the 
average—it depended on the size of the 
lawn. 

I was strong and liked working hard. 

At school, I spent two years in the cadet 


corps they ran there, but after the first 
year I wasn’t doing as well as I hoped and 
my interest dropped. After I graduated, 
I went to work in a factory, getting up at 
3 a.m. for my shift at the plant. 

After that I drove a truck. I felt I was 
growing into a man, and our finances, for 
once, weren’t too bad. 

Then came more trouble when I was 
about eighteen. My father injured his 
back, slipping a disc. He came home in 
great pain one night. He went to the hos- 
pital for about two weeks and had to lie 
still all day. When he finally came home, 
he couldn’t work for weeks. 

This put a big strain on my mother who 
had got a job at the hospital, a job she 
didn’t leave for two years. She bathed 
patients, made beds, scrubbed floors, and 
poe harder than she’d ever done be- 
ore. 

Her health began to fail. But she kept 
at it and came home every evening to cook 
supper, do the housework and mend our 
clothes. 

I used to tell her, “Mom, you shouldn’t 
have to work so hard.” And she would 
smile and say, “I love you both so much 
I'd sooner work for you than anything in 
this world.” 

In the evenings, I tried to cheer them up 
by playing tunes I'd made up on a guitar 
my father had bought me for my birth- 
day. It cost him eight dollars and that 
meant he had to go without smokes for 
weeks. 

But I never realized our position was 
getting serious until one night when I 
came home. My father was sitting on his 
bed with his head in his hands. I thought 
he was thinking hard. 

When I asked: “What’s up, Dad?” he 
looked away but he had tears in his eyes. 
I'd never seen my father cry. I didn’t 
know a full-grown man could cry. 

There had been times when he had been 
strict with me, times when he may have 
been too easy, but he was my father and 
to see him like that made me scared inside. 

As I stood there, it was as though some- 
thing snapped inside of me. I was no 
longer a boy. I was a man, watching an- 
other man suffer. That made me grow up. 
Looking back, I believe it even changed 
my whole life. 

I knew his injury was worse than he’d 
told us. He’d tried to laugh it off. 

He turned to me and said: “Look son, 
it’s time you knew the truth. My back is 
worse than I thought and there may be 
long periods when I can’t work at all. 

“We’re going to have a tough time pay- 
ing all our bills.” 

I didn’t know what to say when he went 
on: “I never expected to be the greatest 
man in the world, but I wanted to be a 
good husband to your mother and a good 
father to you. 

“Now it seems we're in for some real 
hard times.” 

When he finished talking, I went away 
feeling helpless. I was eighteen. What 
could I do? I did the first thing that came 
to my mind. I got down on my knees and 
prayed to God to show me some way to 
help my parents. It was my turn to help 
them now. 

One day I was driving down the Mem- 
phis main street when I remembered 
it was Mom’s birthday soon. I thought I 
could do something to cheer her up. 

I was idling along when I saw a sign 
which read: “Sun Records Inc. Memphis 
Recording Services.” I had my guitar in 
the truck so I stopped and went in. 

The owner, Sam Phillips, and his secre 
tary were sitting at a desk. They said it 
would cost me four dollars to make a rec- 
ord, so I paid and went into a booth. 

I sang the first two songs I thought of— 
“My Happiness” and “Heartache Begins”— 
and I remember feeling very silly in there 








all on my own, singing only to myself. 

When I came out, Sam Phillips said: 
“You got a fair voice. I'll call you some 
day. We'll try out a number or two.” 

He called just one year later. 

Well, we tried a few slow ballads for a 
couple of hours, then, during a coffee 
break, I tried to make a few pals laugh 
by singing a fast rhythm and blues 
number. 

They got to clapping, then Mr. Phillips 
suddenly yelled loud and bounded over. 

“Boy, that’s great! That’s how you gotta 
sing. Let it go. Sing up a storm.” 

I made five more records for Sun Rec- 
ords after that, all of which were played 
on the local radio station. 

Then came the day I was invited to 
make a personal appearance. 

It was in an outdoor theater in the town. 
The main performers were opera stars. 

When I went on, I made myself forget 
me. I sang “That’s All Right Mama” and 
gave it all I had. 

Suddenly the teenagers at the back of 
the audience started screaming. 

I finished—and they screamed louder 
and louder. I was scared. I didn’t under- 
stand it. 

But, when I knew they were screaming 
for me, I felt something big and wonderful 
had begun. 

I slept badly that night. I had night- 
mares full of screaming people, but they 
weren't frightening dreams because I 
knew that those screams meant the end 
of money worries for Mom and Dad. 


he poverty we’d known all our lives 
and had come to accept, was going to 
end. For years my mother had ruined 
her health slaving for me and for Dad 
while he was out of work with an injured 
back. Now my chance to help had arrived. 

First, I was signed up by showman 
Col. Tom Parker, one of the shrewdest 
managers in the business. He got my con- 
tract with the small Memphis record com- 
pany taken up by RCA Victor. 

My first record for them was “Heart- 
break Hotel.” It hit the top and was my 
first record to sell over a million. 

For the first time in his life, Elvis Aaron 
Presley and his parents had money to 
spare. I went kind of mad. 

I bought one Cadillac, then another. I 
moved my folks from the two-room shack 
on Alabama St., Memphis, to a $30,000 
mansion, then to our $100,000 home just 
outside the town. 

I went on long tours. Everywhere, the 
kids went crazy. Police at every town 
were reinforced when I sang. I never 
liked that kind of fuss, but there was little 
I could do about it. 

Church leaders said my style was im- 
moral. I didn’t and still don’t see any 
harm in my style. Soon the fuss died 
down. 

Then, in Wichita Falls, Texas, fans broke 
every window in my car and kept the 
broken glass. In San Diego girls covered 
my car with their phone numbers written 
in lipstick. It was the same everywhere 
we went. 

One day, I drove my car into a filling 
station. 

Fans trapped my car. I couldn’t drive 
away, so I just chatted, asking them to 
let me go. 

The garage man hit me on the back 
of my head and said: “Move on, son.” 

I got mad. I clipped him as he had 
clipped me. A fight started, police broke 
it up and he and I appeared in court. But 
the charges of assault against me were 
dismissed. 

The next month, a nineteen-year-old 
boy called Louis Balint came up and at- 
tacked me. He said he was jealous be- 
cause his wife always carried my photo in 
her jacket. He was fined $8 for that. Later, 
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You can swim, walk inthe 
rain, weep at the movies, 
and keep that “born- 
beautiful” look, with 
“Dark-Eyes”... avoids _ 
looking “featureless” at the 
beach. Water makes mascara 
run—with “Dork-Eyes” this 
CAN’T HAPPEN! “Dark- 
Eyes” is not a mascara... 


“Dark-Eyes” keeps brows 
and lashes NATURALLY 
soft, dark, luxuriant ALL 
DAY, ALL NIGHT. “Dark- 

» Eyes” colors, doesn’t coat. 
Lasts until hairs are replaced 
every 4 to 5 weeks. 


No more sticky, beady look 
—no more brittle, breaking 
hairs—no more tired looking 
smudges under eyes. 
“Dark-Eyes” contains no 
aniline dyes. Light brown; 
brown, black. 


* Now. in 26th year 


) BROWS 






Year's supply $1.25 
at leading drug, dep't and 
variety stores. 


‘ 
i “DARK-EYES” COMPANY, Dept. P-40 
: 3319 W. Carroll Ave., Chicago 24, Ill. 


t enclose 25c¢ (coin or stamps—tax included) for 
TRIAL SIZE pkg. of “Dark-Eyes” with directions. 
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No classes to attend. Easy spare-time train- 
ing covers big choice of subjects. Friendly 
instructors; standard texts. Full credit for 
previous schooling. Diploma awarded. 
Write now for FREE catalog 


WAYNE SCHOOL Catalog HH-69 
2527 Sheffield Ave., Cnicago 14, Illinois 











®\ SONGS:POEMS 
We need New Ideas 
FOR RECORDING .. 
Your Songs or Poems may 
EARN MONEY FOR YOU! 
Songs Recorded — Royalties Paid 
FREE EXAMINATION 
Mail to: STAR-CREST RECORDING CO. 
Dept. C-1, 1350 N. Highland, Hollywood, Calif. 












Want to Get Rid of 
Dark or Discolored Skin, 
Freckles, Skin Spots? 


Famous Mercolized Wax Cream 
7 NIGHT PLAN Lightens, 
Beautifies Skin While You Sleep 
“@@ «=<Just follow the amazing Mercolized Wax 

Cream7 NIGHT PLAN toa whiter, softer, 
lovelier skin. Smooth rich, luxurious Mer- 
colized Wax Cream on your face or arms 
just before retiring each night for one week. 
P ou’ll begin to see results almost 
Lightensdark | at once... lightens dark skin, 
skin and ugly blotches, spots, freckles as if by 
aerate magic! This is not a cover up cos- 
overnight. 
—_—~-- 















metic; Mercolized Wax Cream 
works UNDER the skin surface. 
: Beautiful women have used this 
time-tested plan for over 40 years — you’ll 
love it’s fast , sure, longer lasting results! 
4 Mercolized Wax Cream is sold on 100% guar- 
wa antee or money back. Start using it now! 


MERCOLIZED WAX CREAM 
At All Drug and Cosmetic Counters 
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Monuments—Markers—Direct to you 
Satisfaction or money back — Lowest 
Prices— Freight Paid. Free Catalog. 


Famous SPEEDWRITING shorthand. 
120 words per minute. No symbols, no 
machines; uses ABC’s. Easiest to 
learn, write and transcribe. Low cost. 
500,000 taught at home or through 
classroom instruction. For business and Civil 
ice. Typing available. 37th year. Schools in over 400 
cities in U. S., Canada, Cuba, and Hawaii. Write 


for FREE booklet to: © 1959 
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...-With all your Friends, 
Relatives and Classmates 


j for 
ONLY rf 
Need more? 60 for $2. 


Send 25¢ for extra 
Super-speed service 














Silk Finish 

e Wallet Size 
244°x3" B 

e We Pay 
Postage J 











Money Back Guaranteed 





Just send your favorite snapshot or portrait 
(returned unharmed) and’ money to the 


address nearest you: 
WALLET PHOTO CO. 
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OPPORTUNITIES 


EVERYBODY 


> OF INTEREST TO WOMEN _PWC-April,'60 
UP TO $500 For Your Child’s Picture paid by advertisers. 
Sond small picture for ap proval. SAll Ages.) Returned. ey 

tld’s, parent’s name, address. »o » . 
Hollywood, California, — " wetloas _ 
GOOD PAY MAILING advertising literature for reputable 
organization. Literature, lists, stamps, supplied. Start immedi- 
ately. Full information $1.00 (Refundable). National Mailers, 
Box 5428 Philadelphia 43, Pa. 





BEAUTY DEMONSTRATORS—TO $5.00 hour demonstrat- | ; - 
| song, the crowds or something deep in me, 


ing Famous Hollywood Cosmetics, your neighborhood. For 
free samples, details, write Studio Girl, Dept. 1604C, 
Glendale, California, —__ ce RTA aN ; 
500.00—SOMETIMES $1000.00 for Your Child’s Photo. 
end Picture (United States, Canada). Returned Prompt 
with Report! Natphoto, Box 3035-P7, North Hollywood, 
California, i aalies, 
HOMEWORKERS;: EARN MONEY sewing precut ties for 
us. We supply materials; instructions. No Selling! Home- 
Sewing, Inc., Dept. 144, Box 2107, Cleveland 8, Ohio. an 
DRESSES 24c; SHOES 39c; Men’s Suits $4.95; Trousers 
4 -20. Better used clothing. Free Catalog. Transworld, 164-A 
hristopher, Brooklyn 12, New York. —__ . 
HOMEWORKERS: ASSEMBLE HANDLACED Precut moc- 





casins and handbags. Good earnings. California Handicrafts, | 


Los Angeles 46-B, California. ib 
$15.00 THOUSAND PREPARING envelopes, postcards, 
home—longhand, typewriter. Particulars free. G. Economy, 


Box 2580, Greensboro N.C. Ee - " 
$500 FOR YOUR child’s proto. Mail photo, name, for free 
report, offer. Returned, Studio, 503279 Lankershim, North 


Hollywood, California, - 
MAKE GOOD INCOME typing at home. Detailed instruc- 
tions 1 (refundable). Ryco Service, 210-A Fifth Ave., Suite 
1102 New York 10, _ ee : = 
HOMEWORKERS NEEDED! GUARANTEED Earnings. No 
Selling. Everything Furnished, Elvee, 556-A Beacon, Man- 
chester, N.H. ee : a 
LA BONNA FASHION Counselors earn big money. $30 or 
more an evening. Full details Free. La Bonna, Originals, 
Dept. PCi, Logan Utah. ssaiiiiiaieiiaaiiiaiedaieinindes 7 
$200 MONTHLY POSSIBLE, Sewing Babywear! No house 
selling. Free information. Send name to Cuties, Warsaw 1, Ind. 
SEW OUR READY cut aprons at home, spare time. Easy, 
rofitable. Hanky Aprons, Caldwell 3, Ark. ok 
XTRA CASH PREPARING, mailing postcards. Write: 
Malone’s, Box 43007-A, Los Angeles 43, California. . 
MAKE MONEY CLIPPING Newspapers. Write, Newscraft, 
PW-983-E. Main, Columbus 5, Ohio. ae 
EARN SPARETIME CASH Mailing Advertising Literature, 
Glenway, Box 6568, Cleveland 1, Ohio. weet 
EARN $50.00 WEEKLY sewing spare time. No canvassing. 
Redykut’s, Loganville, Wisconsin. __ _ : 
25.00 WEEKLY MAKING flowers at home. Easy. Boycan, 
haron 34 Pa. oe i 
EDUCATIONAL OPPORTUNITIES = 
HIGH SCHOOL AT Home in spare time with 63-year-old 
school. No classes. Standard high school texts supplied. 
Single subjects if desired. Credit for subjects already com- 
leted. Progress at own speed. Diploma awarded. Information 
booklet free .. . write today! American School, Dept. X474, 
Drexel at 58th, Chicago 37. ieee = 
FINISH HIGH SCHOOL at home, spare time. No classes, 
Diploma awarded. Write for Free catalog. Wayne School, 
Catalog HCH-68, 2527 Sheffield, Chicago 14. 
LEARN HYPNOTISM 














“AUTOSUGGESTION for  self- 


sapsewomen, Free brochure, School Hypnology, 200A West | 
7 


h Street, New York 19, N.Y. ev Ssaes 
HIGH SCHOOL DIPLOMA at home. Licensed teachers, 
Apprewed materials, Southern States Academy, Station E-1, 


anta, Georgia. vine 
LOANS BY MAIL a 
BORROW $100 TO $600 By Mail. Quick, Easy, Private. No 
Co-Signers. Repay in 24 small monthly payments. For the 
amount you want write today to Dial Finance Co., 410 Kil- 
patrick Bidg., Dept. D-57, Omaha 2, Nebraska. 
BORROW $50 TO $600. For Any purpose. Employed men and 
women eligible, Confidential. 2 years to repay. Write for free 
loan application. American Loan Plan, City National Bidg., 
Dept. 3050, Omaha 2, Nebraska. —— Mall Senco. 
BORROW BY MAIL. $100-$600. Anywhere. Air Mail Service, 
Postal Finance, 200 Keeline Bldg., Dept. 63-E, Omaha 2, Neb. 
BUSINESS & MONEY MAKING OPPORTUNITIES | 
ANALYZE HANDWRITING FOR profit, pleasure. Free 
sample lesson, catalog reveals plan. Write IGAS, Inc., Dept. 
157, Springfield 4, Missouri. 








ime. Simple, Easy. No canvassing. Write: Ougor, Caldwell 
1, Arkansas. _ Se ee 
MAKE BIG MONEY invisibly mending damaged garments at 
home. Details Free. Fabricon, 6240 Broadway, Chicago 40. 
EARN EXTRA CASH! Prepare Advertising Mailers, Lang- 
dons, Box 41107PW, Los Angeles 41, California. 

Su AGENTS & HELP WANTED ; 
FASHION DEMONSTRATORS—$20-$40 profit evenings. 
Mrs. Mahoney earned $232.57 one week spare time. No 
delivering or collecting, Beeline Style Snows are Party Plan 
sensation! Samples furnished Free. Beeline Fashions, 
Bensenville 156, VONEY 3a aa Advertiging Book Match 
EARN EXTRA MONEY selling Advertising Book Matches. 
cree sample kit furnished. Matchcorp, Dept. WP-40, Chicago 
32, Ilinois. 2 LE LL ee De 
60% PROFIT COSMETICS. $25 day up. Hire others. Samples, 
details Studio Girl-Hollywood, Glendale, Calif. Dept. 1604H. 


MUSIC & MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS 
POEMS NEEDED IMMEDIATELY for New Songs and 
Records. Free Examination and Appraisal. Send Poems: 
Songcrafters, Acklen Station, Nashville, Tenn. ss - 
POEMS WANTED! BEST songs recorded Free with 7-piece 
orchestra. Melodies written. Send poems, free examination. 
Songmakers, 1472-Y Broadway, New York 36. 

. STAMP COLLECTING 





TERRIFIC STAMP BARGAIN! Israel—Iceland—Vatican As- | 


sortment—Plus Exotic Triangle Set—Also Fabulous British 
Colonial Accumulation—Plus Large Stamp Book—All_ Four 
Offers Free—Send 10c To Cover Postage. Empire Stamp 
Corporation, Dept. PC, Toronto, Canada. 
ADVERTISING a 

CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING INFORMATION —for free in- 
formation on advertising rates and circulation write us today. 
“Classified By The Millions.” Publishers Classified Depart- 
ment, 9 South Clinton Street Chicago 6A Illinois. 











he said someone connected with me had 
told him to do it to get me publicity. 
It’s possible someone did play a joke 
on him, but nobody connected with me 
told him to do it. That sort of publicity can 
only do harm. We’ve never rigged any- 
thing. 
All the attacks being made on me upset 
my mother. She went out less and less. 
I told her the attacks would stop if I 
lived properly. Now, of course, they have. 
1 never thought my style “wicked.” 


| When I start to sing I don’t know what 


happens to me. Maybe it’s the music, the 


but to the rock ’n’ roll beat I just have to 
move my hands, feet, knees, legs, head— 
everything. 

Because some young guy has his hair 
done in my style, then commits a crime, 
who gets the blame? Elvis Presley. 

If the kids want to yell my numbers, 
well, let them. Get young people in any 
part of the world together in a group 
and they won’t sit like statues. 

Wicked? I don’t even smoke or drink. I 
was terribly nervous before I did my first 
TV show. I sang “Shake, Rattle and Roll” 
and “Blue Suede Shoes” and, again, just 
let go with the music. Again there were 
attacks in the papers, but I felt I could 
live them down. As the months went by, 
it was like a dream. Every show I did 
they screamed louder and louder. 

Our years of poverty were over. I now 
had a way to repay my mother and father 
for the sacrifices they had made for me. 

In this business, life goes so fast that 
important things (like remembering your 


| parents) can slip by. I made it a point not 


to let that happen. 

When Col. Parker told me 20th Century- 
Fox wanted me to co-star in a film with 
Debra Paget and Richard Egan, I was 
overwhelmed. They called the film “Love 
Me Tender,” and wrote in three songs for 
me. 

Looking back, I don’t think it was the 
right part for me. A whole lot of people 
wrote saying they were disappointed. 

I was happier with “Loving You.” Many 
critics said I was a good actor—that was 
praise I wanted. 

Then I got my draft notice for the Army. 

I was stationed for twenty-two weeks’ 
basic training at Fort Hood, Texas, and 
I did my fifteen-mile forced marches with 
a sixty-five pound pack on my back, same 
as the other guys. 

The person who felt it the most, when 
I was called, was the person who gets 
hurt first in every happy family—my 
mother. Her health had been failing. 

She came to see me but on the way 
home, she had a bad heart attack in the 


———————————ee . | train. 
$3.00 HOURLY POSSIBLE assembling pump lamps Spare | 


She was taken to the hospital where she 


| spoke to me by phone every day when I 


came off duty. All I wanted to do then 
was to see her. I went in for emergency 
leave and got it. 

My father met me and took me to the 
hospital. I remember his face was white 


| and strained, and when he smiled I knew 





he didn’t feel like smiling. 

He just said, “She keeps asking to see 
you, Son.” 

I went in to see her. I'd never seen her 
look so bad, but she was happy. She held 
my hand and we talked for as long as 
the doctors would let us. 

I kissed my mother goodnight and prom- 
ised to return first thing next day. Then 
I went to our home. I didn’t sleep. 

At 3 a. m. the phone rang. I knew some- 
thing had happened and for a while I tried 
to pretend it wasn’t ringing. But I knew 
who it was. 

When I picked it up, my father said: 
“Son, she’s gone . . . she’s gone.” 

I pulled on some clothes and raced to 
the hospital. I can’t talk about this. I 





can’t describe the feeling of desolation— 
she had died when we were going to have 
so much, after so little. 

She was forty-two. She had lived just 
long enough to know her years of sacrifice 
had not been in vain. 

But all I wanted was for her to be alive, 
alive to share all the good things that 
were coming . . . the things she deserved. 

Then I resolved I'd never let my father 
—nor his mother who lived with us—be 
alone. 

As long as they wanted me, I'd be there. 

I knew I would soon be shipped to Ger- 
many. We decided to close up our Mem- 
phis home and my father and grandmother 
joined me in Germany, where I was sta- 
tioned. I wasn’t going to have them mop- 
ing, alone, without me at home. 


= take advice from Dad. I was a 
normal teenager—often thought my 
folks were preventing me from having 
fun. But I passed that stage pretty quickly. 
I soon found out that, because they have 
experienced the stage of life you are 
reaching, they know the way you think. 
I think Dad got a bit bored with life 
-_ here in Germany when I wasn’t with 

im. 

But I was just like any other private in 
the Army. It’s the only way to be. The 
boys thought Private Presley E. ASN 
53310761 would stay by himself, not have 
anything to do with anyone, and not be 
friendly. 

But I was never stand-offish. I like peo- 
ple and I don’t like to be alone. 

I didn’t consider myself a special soldier. 
If any one man says the Army’s wrong 
and he’s right, he’s in for a bad time. 

I’ve been asked a lot about girls. Asked 
if I want to get married, Sure I do... 
one day and when I meet the right one. 

I don’t mind whether she’s a redhead, 
blonde or brunette as long as she’s truly 
feminine. I like a girl to look up to me. 
But I guess most guys feel this way. 

I'll be leaving the Army soon. I'll be 
coming home. But before I do, I wanted 
you to read my story; I wanted you to 
understand why I’ve changed. I think 
being in the Army, going new places and 
meeting new people, has helped me to 
grow. And it’s also given me a chance to 
get a new perspective on myself. Now, 
looking back over the past few years, I 
see how much I’ve grown since that day 
I saw my father cry. Like I prayed that 
day, I feel I want to go down on my knees 
and pray again ... that people back home 
will still want to hear me. Because I 
want to continue giving pleasure to them 
the way I was finally able to give to my 
own family. I hope that folks won’t think 
I’ve changed too much, that they’ll see 
that, no matter what new experiences I’ve 
had, basically I’m still the same person. 
And I do hope that folks haven’t forgotten 
me. I haven’t forgotten them. —ELVIS 


WATCH FOR EL IN “G.I. BLUES” FOR PAR. BE 
SURE TO CATCH HIS OLD FILMS WHICH ARE BE- 
ING RE-RELEASED. HE SINGS ON RCA VICTOR. 




















National Society for 
Crippled Children and Adults 
2023 W. Ogden Ave. 


Chicago 12, Ill. 





a en ee | a ee a ae 


one mn. i... ee. Le 


- 


A esd =" --" oO 








CARY GRANT 


Continued from page 53 


how busy these producer-actors dare and 
so, at best, I hoped for an interview come 
next May Day. 

Nothing of the sort happened, though. 
Cary came right on the te'enhone when 
he heard my name and litera!ly surprised 
me into idiotic mutterings. “Hello, Sara 
dear,” he greeted me. 

“How are you?” I asked him. 
him the idea for the story. 

“Come and see me,” he said. 

Now, if all this seems routine and nor- 
mal for Hollywood, it isn’t. In truth, there 
is no other star of Cary Grant’s magnitude 
—and that’s way out there, daddy-o—who 
can be reached by telephone and by per- 
sonal contact, as easily, as cozily as Cary. 
By those who know him, I mean. And I’ve 
known Cary for, oh, at least 25 good years. 

So we sat in his dressing room talking, 
when Cary suddenly revealed his hoves. 
“IT want children,” he confessed. “I want 
children, a home, a wife and fatherhood to 
fulfill my life.” 

Perhaps those weren’t his exact words, 
but almost. And, as I sat there, looking at 
this friend I so greatly admire, I realized 
this man was starving—literally starving— 
for the things other men, in less glamorous 
professions, take for granted. For chi'dren 
who will love him and who will fill his 
life to overflowing. 

And bear in mind, Cary is far from 
the off-with-the-old-love-on-with-the- 
new type. 

He was devastated when actress Virginia 
Cherrill called a halt to their marriage of 
less than two years, and later moved on to 
become the Countess of Jersey. 

He poured out his disappointments to 
close friends when Barbara Hutton walked 
out to become a baroness and to learn, too 
late, that Cary was the best husband she 
ever had and the only one who wanted 
nothing from her. Cary, himself, was earn- 
ing a fabulous salary, for those times, and 
wanted only to give. 

He still hasn’t completely let go of Betsy 
Drake, even though the formal announce- 
ment of their separation is now history. In 
fact, it was Betsy who met Cary at the air- 
port when he returned from that trip to 
New York. 

But, you see, each of Cary’s three wives 
filled a need in his life whether he realized 
it or not. Virginia Cherrill gave him his 
first home after years of roaming an in- 
secure world as a bachelor and strug¢ling 
performer. He emerged from the Barbara 
Hutton marriage a polished man of the 
world and also one well aware of the pit- 
falls of an idle, glittering existence. And 
Betsy Drake came into Cary’s life during 
his most important period—the transitional 
era. He had begun, by this time, to seek, 
to probe, to search within himself, to find 
out about himself. And such a thorough, 
honest probing can be darn painful. And 
how many people do you know in this 
world, who take time to find themselves? 
Especially successful and famo''s people 
such as Cary Grant? Very few, eh? 

When it was all over, Cary made a dis- 
covery. He had come full circle in his life 
and now finds himself at familiar cross- 
roads where he stands as lonely as the 
man he played in that midwest cornfield 
in the movie, “North By Northwest.” A 
man just waiting. Just waiting for his life 
to be fulfilled by the one right woman. 

From all signs and omens, I personally 
believe the girl he’ll choose will be as 
young as springtime, as delightfully sur- 
prising as violets in February and as 
home-loving, family-raising as any man 


I also told 


could want. But maybe I’m just wishing 
on a star for my very old friend. 

He adored Betsy. Pride in her intelli- 
gence fairly oozed from him. So who’s to 
say what brought about their separation a 
year or two later? Personally, I think it 
was merely the simple process of evolu- 


tion. They emerged from their studies and | 


pursuits of hypnotism, Yoga and philoso- 
phy, only to find themselves two separate 
individuals, heading toward opposite poles. 

Betsy’s life is one of books, of painting, 
of study, of writing. I’m told she a’oe 
wrote the film “Houseboat” in which Cary 
and Sophia Loren starred. One day, with 
great pride Cary read me a paragraph or 
two from a letter Betsy 
from London. It was filled with warmth 
and beauty. “Why, these two are the deep- 
est of friends,” 
time. 

I believe her 
the shipwrecked Andrea Doria 
nightmare that stripped them both of any 
outer pretenses, revealing themselves to 
each other as two people destined only for 
a lifelong friendship. For, just as after 
that Betsy’s life took a turn to the crea- 
tive, Cary’s took a sudden swerve to the 
domestic. Toward the craving for home 
and children. Toward that lonely cross- 
road where he stands today. Waiting. 


| can’t remember the exact year I first 
|. met Cary—sometime in the early thir- 
ties—but I remember the place. It was 
in the old publicity building on the Para- 
mount lot. Three tall young men were 
standing talking together, at the end of the 
hallway, and a publicity girl, who was 
with me, guided me in their direction. 

“T want you to meet these newcomers 
who will certainly become stars,” she said, 
introducing me to all three, one of whom 
was Cary. And this is just awful, but I 
can’t remember who the other two were. 

But I remember Cary well. Tall, dark, 
handsome, with a voice a little like a set 
of chipped dishes, Spode china of course, 
and I noticed that he approached every- 
one sideways, like a lateral wave along the 


shore. He still does in movies, if you'll no- | 


tice. It’s part of his charm, I think. 

I was amused when he was given the 
role of the Mock Turtle—the character, 
not the soup—in “Alice in Wonderland.” 
And I was intrigued when he became the 
young man of Mae West’s invitation— 
“Come up and see me sometime.” 

It was after Cary created a sensation 
in such comedies as “The Awful Truth,” 
“Bringing Up Baby” and “The Philadel- 


phia Story,” that I ran into him again. 
“Look,” he said to me, “bring Sally (my 
teenage daughter) over to the set and 


we'll have a laugh and a cup of coffee 
later.” He was making a picture, with 
Ginger Rogers at the time on the RKO 
lot, and frankly, I was a bit skeptical. 
Ginger, in those days, was far from 
friendly toward any visitor—press or oth- 
erwise. 

Anyway, Cary had seen to our passes 
and a publicist was waiting at the gate to 
escort us to the set. Cary, a delightful and 
eager host, came forward immediately and 
found us comfortable seats. But, during a 
scene rehearsal just a few minutes later, 
orders came for us to leave the set imme- 
diately. Miss Rogers, I was assured, appre- 
ciated no visitors. In vain, I protested, 
explaining I was a member of the press 
and also a personal guest of Mr. Grant’s. It 
was no go. “Out” was the word from Miss 
Rogers and so, in order not to create a 
commotion, my daughter and I rose 
quietly and left the studio. 

Cary caught up with us at the publicity 
department. He’d run every step of the 
way, in makeup and out of breath, just to 
apologize. There was nothing to be said, 


had written him | 


I remember thinking at the | 


shattering experience on | 
was a 
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TV-Radio 
This is the 
packed yearbook that tells you all about the 


Annual 


picture- 


new 1960 edition of 


for yvou-——now. 


stars of radio and television. TYV-Radio An- 
nual covers all the events .. . all the history- 
making moments ... all the great shows and 
programs of the year. Here is the news ol 
the year—the marriages . . . divorces . . 

babies... gossip and chit-chat about all your 
favorite entertainers. Here, too, are exclusive 
stories about the stars—their wives, their 
children and their hobbies. And you will love 
ihe glamorous pictures of your favorites 

some in full color! For greater radio and 
television enjoyment, get your copy of the 

| exciting TV-Radio Annual now. 
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Corn Pain Stops 


Dr. Scholl’s Zino-pads 
not only give super- FAST 
fast nerve-deep relief 

. ease new fi tight NERVE-DEEP 
shoes—but also remove RELIEF! 
corns one of the quick- 
est ways known to 
medical science. Also 
sizes for Callouses, 
Bunions, Soft Corns. 
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“You Find ‘The Best 
of Everything’ in 


Says JOAN CRAWFORD, 
Star of the new 

20th Century-Fox drama 
The Best of Everything” 


“My newest picture title certainly re- 
minds me of the Show Me state’’, says 
the world-famous actress from Mis- 
souri’s “Little Dixie”. The best of 
scenery—the best of good times—and 
the best of people. Here, the tradi- 
tions and customs of an older Dixie- 
land still live. 


What better place for a low-cost family 
vacation? Sports? . . . Finest of river 
fishin’ here, upland game in season. 
And from any point in “Little Dixie,” 
you're at the gateway to Missouri’s 
big fish-filled lakes and boundless 
Ozark playgrounds. Write for free 
booklet. 


Memorial Tower at University 


of Missouri, Columbia. 


i “Heartland of Hospitality” . . mi it 
“as where the old South — o> 1) 
TTR and new West meet. ; 


Missouri Division of Resources and Development 
Dept. D056 

Jefferson City, Mo. 

Please send FREE, without obligation, 32- 
page, 4-color brochure, “MISSOURI SPEC- 


E 0 FM S Ad mae as - . send 


Any Subject. 
Immediate consideration. yo ograph records made. 


CROWN MUSIC CO., 49 W. 32 St., Studio 560, New York 1 


Easy to use Viscose Applications may 
heal many old leg sores due to venous 
genguetiss of varicose veins, leg swell- 

or injuries. Send today fora FREE 
BO K and No-Cost-For-Trial-plan. 


- G. VISCOSE COMPANY 
acon . Dearborn Street, Chicago 2, illinois 


NEW EYE MAKE-UP TRICK 
et Rollash Palette—contains 5 fash 
ht shades of eye shadow-eye 

with professional brush, all in 


ROLLASH PALETTE’ I 


No need to pay more 
ety and drug store 


: Serer ce 
ENLARGEMENTS 


of Your favorite Photos | 


Just to get acquainted, we will make 
you a beautiful 5 x 7 Silvertone por- 
trait enlargement of your favorite 2 
photos, negatives or color slides. Be 
sure to include color of hair, eyes 
and clothing and get our bargain 
offer for having your enlargements 
+ beautifully hand colored in oil and 
mounted in handsome ivory and gold 
tooled frames. Limit 2. Enclose 10¢ 
for handling each enlargement. Origi- 
nals returned. We will pay $100.00 for 
childrens or adult pictures used in our 
advertising. Act NOW. U.S.A. only. 


HOLLYWOOD FILM STUDIOS, Dept. B-36 
7021 Santa Monica Bivd., Hollywood 38, Calif. 








of course, but I think the incident per- 
haps more firmly established our friend- 
ship. He was such a gentleman—so sincere 
in his ways. 

A few years later, at a party at the 
Jules Steins’ (he’s head of MCA so it was 
a star-studded affair), Cary, the late John 
Garfield and I found ourselves a three- 


| some on the patio. For some reason, I'll 


never understand, I suddenly started tell- 
ing a funny story that I realize now, in 
thinking back, wasn’t terribly funny at 
all, but nevertheless simply fractured 
Cary. I remember him wiping away the 


| tears of laughter, and I thought to myself 
| —this person wants so very much to laugh, 


to enjoy himself. 
In each instance, you see, I was learn- 


| ing more and more about him. His kind- 


ness, his thoughtfulness, his eagerness for 
enjoyment, all helping to make me un- 
derstand his present longing. 

He was moving right along in the world 


| of glitter and gold by then, already a firm 


friend of the fabulously wealthy Howard 
Hughes of the New York and Hollywood 


| smart set. He’d progressed from what I 


believe to be the best light comedies ever 


| made, bar none, to such compelling dramas 


| as “Suspicion,” 


“None But the Lonely 
Heart” and “Notorious.” Pictures that, for 
some reason, won everyone Academy 
Award nominations but the star himself. 
The man who only contributed to their 
greatness. 

He was deeply immersed in romances, 
from time to time, and oddly enough the 
girls he fell in love with were mostly of a 
type. Blond beauties. And heavens above, 
how they fell for Grant! And no wonder. 
For all his fame and good looks and 
charm, there was still something basic 
about him that was terribly endearing, and 


_yet he couldn’t seem to hold onto mar- 
riage. 


| Bachelor 


| to sit near Sara,” 


“The 
and the Bobby-Soxer” at the 
Academy Theater, when Cary came in un- 
expectedly and requested the person in 
the seat next to me to move over. “I want 
he explained. 

They tell me it was a good movie. I 
wouldn’t know. I was so fascinated with 
Cary’s almost naive enjoyment of the 
proceedings, that I couldn’t concentrate on 
the movie. “There’s a very funny potato 
sack race scene coming up now,” he'd tell 


I recall the preview of his picture, 


| me, always drawing attention to other 


players in the story while I thought to 
myself, “And this is the very sophisticated 
Mr. Grant.” 

But let me hasten to add there is that 
side of him, too. The sophisticate—I ran 
head-on into it one day when he was 
making “Kiss Them for Me” and I’d gone 
out to his dressing room for coffee. Only 
Cary took Sanka with vitamin A—or was 
it C—pills. 

Anyway, Suzy Parker was in the throes 
of this, her first movie, and not doing too 
well. So, in typical Grant fashion, Cary 
had invited her in for a chat. A chat? It 
was a verbal onslaught with Cary sud- 
denly feeling the need to “explain” Suzy. 
“She’s terribly bright and misinformed,” 
he said by way of introduction. “But she 
~~ know a lot about penguins. She really 

oes. 

I slowly digested this highly fascinat- 
ing piece of information while Suzy, who 


| never paused for a breath, went right on 


talking through Cary’s conversation. 
“She has a facade like Grace,” Cary ob- 


| served, more to himself than me, but I 
| knew, of course, he referred to his close 
| friend Grace Kelly, Princess of Monaco. 


| “But I think—” 


“But,” he continued, “she’s innately honest, 
like Ingrid.” All the while, Suzy talked on. 
Cary continued. 
Suddenly, it was as if Hades had broken 
loose. With his robe over his costume, 


Cary was at the door, belaboring a dumb- 
struck set worker who had dropped a 
chewing-gun wrapper outside Cary’s 
dressing room door. 

“Pick it up,” he ordered. “I can’t stand 
litter.” 

“This happen often?” I asked, when or- 
der had once more been restored. 

“All the time,” he admitted. “I even lean 
out car windows to yell at people who 
throw things on the street. Just can’t stand 
it.” 

In view of later developments, I never 
quite got up the nerve to ask Cary what 
he thought of Suzy’s “innate honesty” now. 
Suzy, who had, at that time, denied the 
existence of a husband. 

Oh well, it’s so much Sanka under the 
bridge as far as Cary’s concerned, I’m 
sure. 

At the time of this get-together, I 
learned that Betsy was making a film in 
London and Cary, who had just finished 
“An Affair to Remember,” with Deborah 
Kerr, had bought his wife a gift. Deborah, 
who was leaving for London shortly, had 
agreed to take it with her. “Do you think 
this note is all right?” Cary asked, hand- 
ing me the message he’d written Deborah. 

The note was a charming, warm gesture 
to a warm and charming friend. 

I think, too, Cary falls a little in love 
with each of his leading ladies. Which is 
natural. In each, he finds something to ad- 
mire. In a few, he finds and gives staunch 
loyalty. 

It could be my imagination, of course, 
but with Cary I sense, lately, a letting 
down of the bars. He’s taken to mingling 
more with Hollywood friends. Not just the 
inner circles of Hollywood but with the 
workers, the doers, the earthier. As if he 
were slowly but surely coming home 
again. Which, I think, is somehow a good 
omen. 

It’s odd, too, but in Cary people have a 
way of seeing the reflection of their own 
ideas. Right now, I’m willing to bet there 
are a dozen different Grants in existence. 
Each, the product of another’s creation. 

The adoration and hero-worship lav- 
ished on Grant by Tony Curtis is, of 
course, well known. His walk, his talk, his 
clothes are, to Tony, the living end. In fact, 
it was Cary’s accent Tony affected through 
part of his sensational movie “Some Like 
It Hot.” 

Many men regard Cary as a model of 
fashion with impeccable taste in clothes. 
A young actor friend once regaled me for 
hours about a waistcoat and scarf Cary 
wore in “To Catch a Thief.” “What waist- 
coat and what scarf was that?” I finally 
asked, to the lad’s complete and utter dis- 
gust. 

All I know about him and the clothes, 
for which he is famous, is that in his white 
tie and tails—as he steps out onto the 
stage of the Academy Awards Theater—he 
outshines every male within miles. 

I see Cary in an altogether light. Incon- 
gruous as it seems, I find him the friend 
who, above all others, I can go to with a 
spiritual problem and find complete un- 
derstanding. I can tell him what is in my 
heart, and he responds. I can confess 
hopes, and receive encouragement. 

In return, I clearly understand his 
yearning to have a whole and complete 
life in a home, in a settled happy marriage 
and above all, in parenthood. And maybe 
it’s just a hopeful hunch, but somehow I 
feel these coveted attributes are just 
around the corner for Cary Grant. Per- 
haps, for all we might know, in the year 
1960. 

And wouldn’t that be a happy day for 
all who wish him well? Eh? —Best, Sara 


BE SURE TO WATCH FOR CARY IN “THE GRASS 
IS GREENER” FOR UNIVERSAL-INTERNATIONAL. 















EDD BYRNES 


Continued from page 31 


lifted the hood that covered the engine. 
“T didn’t think he was so tall,” Deb said 
and looked down at her bare feet and 
cried, “Oh, I look so awful.” 

“Me, too,” Susie moaned, “my hair’s a 
mess,” and she tried to smooth it down 
with her fingers. 

As Edd reached for a tool, he saw them 
and smiled. 

“Maybe he needs help,” 
pered. “Should we ask?” 

Edd looked up as they joined him. “It’s 
not too serious,” he said. “I'll have it 
fixed in a few minutes.” 

They stood in a circle and watched. 
Edd told them he had just moved into a 
new house and he didn’t have much furni- 
ture yet. When they asked him where he 
lived, they discovered that it wasn’t far 
from where Debbie and Bonnie lived on 
Bowmont Drive. “I guess that makes us 
neighbors, doesn’t it?” Edd said. And 
when he smiled, Bonnie noticed it was a 
soft, shy smile. He looked just like he 
did on TV. 

“Do you talk ‘kookie’?” Susie asked. 
“Nope,” Edd answered, “I don’t go in for 
it too much except on the program.” Then 
he laughed. “I bet you don’t know what 
‘the skizziest?’ means?” Everyone shook 
their heads no. “ ‘Skizziest?’ means more 
than ‘ginchiest.’” 

Susie poked Deb. “Ask him,” she coaxed. 
“Go ahead, ask him.” 
“Ask me what?” 
Susie and Bonnie blushed. Finally, Bonnie 
said, “Do you know Sandra Dee? She’s 
our favorite actress.” “Well, to tell you 
the real truth,” Edd paused—then added, 

“she’s the skizziest!” 

When the scooter was fixed, he asked: 
“Would you like a lift home? I’ve never 
ridden four on a scooter betore, but Im 
sure we could do it.” 

Since Susie was tallest, Edd suggested 
she take the rear seat. Debbie was next 
tallest so she sat behind Edd and held 
onto his shoulders real tight. “His shirt’s the 
same blue as his eyes,” she whispered to 
Susie while Edd was helping Bonnie onto 
her seat in front. Finally, they were all 
set and Edd called: “Hold tight, everyone, 
here we go.” And they started up the 
road, slowly at first. “Boy, oh, boy,” Susie 
whispered to Deb, “wait ’til we tell the 
kids who gave us a ride home.” And she 
and Debbie crossed their fingers and made 
a wish. They wished that somebody on 
the block would see them drive up be- 


cause, after all, who would ever believe it! | 


SEE EDD FRIDAYS ON ABC-TV IN 
sTRIP,” 9:00-10:00 p.m. EST. 
HIM SING ON THE WARNER BROTHERS LABEL. 
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Bonnie whis- | 


Edd grinned. Both | 





“77 SUNSET | 
LISTEN TO | 


Don't wish 
you were a 
BLONDE... 


Be one 
today! 


Everybody loves a blonde! With 
Marchand’s Golden Hair Wash you 
can turn time-darkened hair honey 


bright again—or lighten it only a shade. 


You can sparkle dark hair with sunny 


highlights—or add a sophisticated blonde 


streak. Depend on Marchand’s, 


the complete-in-one-package home hair 


lightener popular for over 50 years. 


Also ideal for lightening arm and leg hair. 
At drugstores everywhere 75c and $1,4 


Don't let time darken y. 


RCHAND’S GOLDEN # 


End dry hair problems! Ask your druggist to order 


Marchand’s Hair Conditioner for you 


YOU CAN PLAY! 


NER 
Piano, Guitar, ANY Instrument 
PLAY real tunes on ANY ins eneteymnent right from 


the start — even if you don’t know a single 
note now! Amazing course lets you teach yourself 


7 
| 


at home, in spare time. No boring exercises. You | 


play real notes. Make rapid progress. Easy as 
A-B-C. Low cost. Over 1,000,000 students. 

FREE BOOK describes this famous 
; 3% course in full. 
f ~ music “7 or No obligation. Write 
TODAY t - 8. SCHOOL OF MUSIC 
Studio 204, Port Washington, N. Y. 
j (Largest in the world — 62nd success- 
ful year.) Tear this out as reminder. 


See how easy learning | 





MOMMY!...MOMMY!... 


MOMMY! 


To mothers, that cry means that there’s 
another cut, scratch, scrape, or burn. It 
also means she should get iodine—but 
she often doesn’t, because iodine burns 
and stings, upsets youngsters. Here’s 
good news. Science has discovered a new 
kind of iodine that stops infection best 
yet doesn’t burn or sting. It’s polyvinyl- 
pyrrolidone-iodine*, found only in new 
ISODINE® ANTISEPTIC. Where other 
types of antiseptics may kill only 1, 2, or 
3 types of germs, ISODINE kills all types 
—even virus and fungus. And up to 40 
times faster. Get painless ISODINE 
ANTISEPTIC. Money-back guarantee. 


*Pat. No. 2,739,922 General Aniline & Film Corp. 
© 1959 isodine Pharmacal Corp., Dover, Dei. 










Best possible reproductions/ * 
of your favorite snapshot, 
portrait or negative. 


30: 65 for $2.00 


[Include 25c for packing & maili ing } 
so Jones TO GIVE AND sto GET 


FULL WALLET SIZE 2'2” BY 3)2" 
saan" eterno nce ete Sax PAPER . 


idboard to 


GROSS COPY C0. — Mo 





Ugly broken, 
bit natls... 


made lovely in minutes 


WITH 


Marvel Nails / 





| —@ new liquid preparation that hardens into long, 


| glamorous finger nails. 


Now you can change 
broken, split, bitten nails into strong beautiful 
co ewenger than your own nails. STOPS NAIL 
BITING. 


| Will not break or crack. Stays on until your own 
| nails grow out. Can be filed, trimmed and beauti- 
| fully polished. Each nail is made in one minute. 


| nails. 


| 
| 
| 
| 


You can do any type work while wearing these 
No preparation like it. 


MARVEL KIT, 59¢ 
DELUXE JIFFY KIT, $1.50 


If not available at your favorite 
store, send 65c lor $1.65) to: 


MARVEL NAILS, Dept. Mw-4 
5249 W. Harrison St. Chicago 44, Ill. 
















PURSE-SIZE 


FEMININE 


“Pian y Fai 2 wien 


~ SYRINGE 


by SEAMLESS 


Now, travel with personal daintiness tucked in 
a smart little packet no larger than an eyeglass 
case! No more bulky bags, tubing and attach- 
ments. No more problem of hiding away. 
“tinykit’” slips inconspicuously into purse, trav- 
eling bag, or cabinet . . . always ready to help 
you to the radiant health and happiness possi- 
ble only with your own knowledge of fastidious 
cleanliness. 

Kit comes complete with white plastic pipe 
with medically approved 
cleansing action, soft latex 
folding bag in pastel green 
color, and attractive travel- 
ing case. 


Only $1.98 at leading Drug and 
Department Stores Everywhere 


o product of 


THE S&S EEAARALE SSS rvusser COMPANY 


NEW HAVEN 3, CONNECTICUT 





Best songs recorded FREE with 
7-piece orchestra 
We write music. Send poems, FREE examination. 





SONGMAKERS Dept. PH, 1472 Broadway, N.Y.C. 36 





Keep Unwanted Hair A Secret 


with Creme Bleach 
JOLEN CREME BLEACH, o new medically ®\) 
approved cosmetic . . . softens and 
lightens dark facial hair to blend 
with skin tones; cremes it blonde 
ee ... Safely... effectively. Jolen 


ae 





is wonderful for arms and legs too! Sold only thru the 
mail with a money-back guarantee. Send Two Dollars. 


JOLEN INC., Box 204, Dept. P-1, Arlington 74, Mass. 


WATCH 


BLONDE ¢ 


HAIR °* 
COME TO | 


Gives Hair 
Glorious, Golden Color, Sparkling Shine, 
Washes It Shades Lighter, Safely, at home! 


Want to keep your hair from getting dark and faded? 
Want to restore its life and lustre, see it shades lighter, 
brighter, shinier, gleaming with the radiant golden 
color men love? Then try BLONDEX CREME SHAM- 
POO, made especially for the delicate texture of blonde 
hair. BLONDEX CREME SHAMPOO contains lano- 
lin to give hair a vital, lively lustre, prevent dryness 
and brittleness, make it soft and e-a-s-y to manage. 
Blondex also contains ANDIUM to shine and lighten 
as it shampoos. Removes the dingy film that makes 
blonde hair dull and old-looking. BLONDEX 
CREME SHAMPOO takes only a few minutes at home. 
Perfectly safe for children’s hair. Get a jar today — at 
10¢, drug and department stores. 


LIZ TAYLOR 


Continued from page 34 


The lovely young dark-haired woman, 


| coming down the staircase into one of Las 


Vegas’ smartest gambling rooms, seemed 
to pause, just for a second, as she heard 


| the words, spoken by someone at the ta- 


bles. But she did not stop. She walked 
right on . seeming unusually thought- 
ful. 

“Wonder what she’s thinking,” remarked 
a bystander as she passed. “Her husband 


| just lost $100,000 .. .” 


“I’m not surprised,” his companion said. 


| “He’s been down here four or five hours 


already. And last night longer. Losing all 
the time. Wish I had that kind of money 


| to throw away.” 


“Oh, he’ll pay for it. | hear she’s not 
crazy about his gambling. There'll be 
plenty of trouble in paradise.” 

“Trouble in paradise?” his companion 
repeated, then laughed. “You mean trou- 
ble in a pair-of-dice, don’t you?” 

“Maybe I do,” he laughed, then added, 
“But maybe that’s the price. Nothing’s 
free,” he said, thoughtfully. 

Even if the woman had overheard part 
of their conversation she evidently wasn’t 
going to let them know, for she walked on 
past and into the room with her head erect 


| and staring straight forward. 


The woman was Liz Taylor. 

Gambling seems the one thing in the 
world Liz Taylor has never been able to 
conquer; the one thing with which she has 
never been able to compete. It was a cause 
of the breakup of her first marriage. Is it 
now creeping in to cause trouble in her 
fourth? 

Men seem to leave Liz for a gambling 
table. 

Nicky Hilton did on their honeymoon. A 
young teenage bride at the time, Liz was 
left alone in hotel bedrooms in the South 
of France while he went off to casino after 
casino to gamble through the night. For 
months she had planned and dreamed that 
her honeymoon would be the most roman- 
tic any girl could ever have, picturing 
them dancing together in the moonlight, 
dining at intimate, candle-lit restaurants 
by the Mediterranean ... yet they were 
but dreams. For in reality she spent her 
honeymoon nights alone, pacing her room, 
watching other couples from her window, 
wondering desperately what had gone 
wrong. It left a deep wound. 

In Las Vegas, it is reported Eddie gam- 
bles long. She sits alone and waits. It is 
said she cannot plead, as Debbie once did, 
“Eddie, you lost enough last night to put 


| our children through college. It’s got to 


stop. It’s got to.” For that was Debbie. 
Liz won him, surely, by being something 


| very different. But what must she be to 


keep him? 
If sometimes she wants to cry, she must 
have to cry alone. 


et, if a wife worries about her hus- 

band’s gambling, how must she feel if 

she is partly responsible for the loss of 
his success? 

Any woman likes to see her husband a 
success, to feel that she’s part of the rea- 
son for his success. Yet right from the 
start, Liz has not truly been able to enjoy 
this with Eddie. When they first an- 


nounced their wedding plans, early last 
| year, Eddie, at the same time, was dropped 
| by the sponsor of his TV program. And 


there were rumors people only came to see 


_him at his Las Vegas show just to watch 
| Liz in the audience. 


It must have been a difficult day, that 
day he broke the news to her about the 
sponsor. Maybe it was partly to get away 


from this sting that they decided defi- 
nitely to go to Europe the very minute 
they were man and wife? Perhaps Europe 
would be kinder. 

But was it? 

Eddie’s reported “appearances” while 
Liz worked in England on “Suddenly Last 
Summer” dwindled to a mere handful of 
TV appearances and a few recording ses- 
sions. One morning, after a TV show Eddie 
had done, they had all the papers brought 
into the dining room in the English castle 
they’d rented. They divided the stack and 
flipped quickly to the TV pages. Finally 
when she had let the last paper drop to the 
floor, Liz looked wordlessly across the 
table at Eddie. It must have been difficult 
to know what to say. The reviews had 
been bad. 

There must have been that same help- 
less feeling, that same struggle to find the 
right words that summer when Liz would 
come home, tired and weary after a hectic 
day at the studio, to find Eddie waiting for 
her, knowing he was not working, know- 
ing that he had spent the day just passing 
the time by playing with her three chil- 
dren on the wide lawns in front of their 
country home or in one of the large re- 
ception rooms inside the house. 

It is not easy for a wife to enjoy a 
flourishing career while her husband stays 
at home. It’s hard to squelch her own little 
triumphs so that comparisons don’t come 
up. For the husband, it’s even harder not 
to feel a loss of pride. 

Some skeptics are quick to point to 
“Tammy,” Debbie’s hit record, which was 
supposed to have caused Eddie, who hadn’t 
had a hit in a year, some hard kidding. 
And others say this is why Liz worked so 
hard to help Eddie make his Waldorf 
opening a success. Others say it is all part 
of Liz’ desire to quit acting and depend 
upon her husband for her future. 

Back in New York, it was reported that 
Liz pleaded with her studio for a part for 
Eddie in “Butterfield 8.” 

And one evening, soon after, a reporter, 
visiting them in their suite at the Waldorf, 
and remarking about the film, was told by 
Eddie, “I’m going to play a piano player 
named Eddie. I never acted before but I’m 
in the hands of a good director . . . my 
wife.” Liz was starring in the picture. 


hildren pay a price, too. 
For Liz, her children must concern 
her too. Three little children who 
rarely smile in public today, and who will 
soon be old enough to read the papers. 

The chauffeur who served Eddie and Liz 
while they were in England got to know 
those children well. Got to know how to 
penetrate their shyness. And one of the 
strongest memories he has is of the eve- 
ning when the boys’ real father, Michael 
Wilding, came to dinner with his present 
wife, Susan. 

“It was one of the most strained eve- 
nings I have ever witnessed,” the chauf- 
feur remarked, telling about it. 

All through dinner Eddie and Mike ex- 
changed only the vaguest of pleasantries. 
Liz and Susan eyed each other cautiously. 
And when they went into the living room, 
the atmosphere became decidedly uncom- 
fortable. 

For it was time for the boys to be 
brought in to say hello to their father. 
Downstairs they ran, in their pajamas, and, 
when they reached the room, they ad- 
vanced solemnly and seriously toward 
their father. They shook hands shyly, stood 
around awkwardly until Liz took the ini- 
tiative by calling “off to bed.” 

She is not insensitive to her children, 
not Liz. She must know how a child feels 
for she is even concerned about those that 
are not her own... 

On another day in England, when she 
was leaving the home to take Liza and 





the boys for a day on the river, near where 
they lived, she noticed the housekeeper’s 
daughter, Sarah, playing in the garden, 
watching wistfully as they got in the car. 

Suddenly, she leaned out of the window 
and called, “Would you like to come with 

us? Go and ask your Mommy if you may.’ 

Friends have rumored that her recent 
illness might have been caused by emo- 
tional upset. But it is impossible to tell. 
All that is known is that she fought hard 
to be well enough to be at Eddie’s New 
York night-club opening. Now that he 
seemed finally to be having his own tri- 
umph, she wanted to be at his side to 
share it with him. 

During the weeks of Eddie’s rehearsal, 
she stayed in their hotel room alone. She’d 
always liked New York, she’d always had 
so many friends there. But this time it was 
different. Now, she began to feel the sting 
of being back where people still hadn't 
forgotten Acquaintances of Liz who used 
to be in the habit of calling, just to say 
hello, didn’t. She waited in that hotel 
room, alone, knowing the heartache of a 
telephone that rang only for business and 
never for a friendly hello or invitation. 

Immediately after Eddie’s opening, she 
was rushed to Columbia Presbyterian 
medical center. Once again, she was ill. 
The sparely furnished hospital room was 
familiar; it seemed like so many other 
hospital rooms she had been ill in so many 
times before. She was allowed no tele- 
phone calls, no visitors, except Eddie—all 
the treatment of a patient who is danger- 
ously ill. For weeks, she fought an attack 
of double pneumonia. 

Other times, when she’d been ill, the 
phone had rung constantly with anxious 
questions about her and the room had 
been filled with flowers from her friends. 
But not this time, even after she was bet- 
ter, when calls and visitors were allowed. 

Liz is no exception as an actress. Atten- 
tion, love, loyalty from her fans are im- 
portant. Liz knows that she has lost both 
fans and friends and that her marriage to 
Eddie caused the break in many friend- 
ships. 

“T understood how they felt,” Liz told a 
reporter. “They were afraid to get in the 
middle. Public opinion was very strong 
and it was not popular to be on our side. 
They were not directly unfriendly—they 
just backed away. To back away is just 
hypocritical and I don’t consider those 
kind of people friends.” 

It is hard to be happy when you have 
lost the respect of those close to you. 

Many people, close to Liz since her 
childhood, maintain she never feels that 
people can love her for herself. “She feels, 
I’m sure,” said one acquaintance, “that she 
is loved only for the way she looks.” A 
frightening thing for a woman. For we all 
get old. 

Can a wife really live this way and en- 
joy her marriage? Surely she must won- 
der if she did the right thing, if she is 
really making him happy. 

At least she must want to stay beautiful 
for him. 

And it was true when she gained so 
much weight, around the time of their 
wedding, people said Liz was losing her 
looks. Concerned about this, she began to 
diet, perhaps to wonder, also, if Eddie 
might look across the breakfast table one 
morning and wonder, “Was it worth it?” 

A few months later she completely re- 
styled her hair in an urchin bob. 

Worries ... problems .. . fears? 

Maybe it is all just what the man in the 
gambling room at Las Vegas said, “You’ve 
got to pay for everything. Nothing’s free.” 

—CHARLOTTE DINTER 


LIZ STARS IN “SUDDENLY, LAST SUMMER” FOR 
COL. SHE'LL BE SEEN WITH EDDIE IN M-G-M’S 
“BUTTERFIELD 8.” EDDIE RECORDS FOR RAMROD. 











». Let’s talk frankly about 


N 


> internal 


cleanliness 


Day before yesterday, many women 
hesitated to talk about the douche 
even to their best friends, let alone to 
a doctor or druggist. 


Today, thank goodness, women are 
beginning to discuss these things freely 
and openly. But—even now—many 
women don’t realize what is involved 
in treating “the delicate zone.” 


They don’t ask. Nobody tells them. 
So they use homemade solutions 
which may not be completely effective, 
or kitchen-type antiseptics which may 
be harsh or inflammatory. 


It’s time to talk frankly about in- 
ternal cleanliness. Using anything that 
comes to hand... .“working in the 
dark”. . . is practically a crime against 
yourself, in this modern day and age. 


Here are the facts: tissues in “the 
delicate zone” are very tender. Odors 
are very persistent. Your comfort and 


well-being demand a special prepara- 
tion for the douche. Today there is 
such a preparation. 

This preparation is far more effec- 
tive in antiseptic and germicidal action 
than old-fashioned homemade solu- 
uons. It is far safer to delicate tissues 
than other liquid antiseptics for the 
douche. It cleanses, freshens, elimi- 
nates odor, guards against chafing, pro- 
motes confidence as nothing else can. 

This is way to 
internal cleanliness. \t is the personal 
antiseptic for women, made specifi- 
cally for “the delicate zone.” \t is 
called Zonite®. Complete instructions 
for use come in every package. In 
cases of persistent discharge, women 
are advised to see their doctors. 


modern woman's 


Millions of women already consider 
Zonite as important a part of their 
grooming as their bath. You owe it 
to yourself to try Zonite soon, 


(Advertisement) 








High School Course 


LSU Many Finish in 2 Years 


Go as rapidly as , your time and abilities permit. Course 
equivalent to resident school work — prepares for college | 
entrance exams. Standard H. S. texts sup pplied. Diploma, 
Credit for H. S. subjects already completed. ngle subjects if 
desired. High schoo! education is very important for advancement 
in business and industry and socially. Don’t be handicapped all 
_ life. Be a High School graduate. Start your training now. 
ee Bulletin on request. No obligation 
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Groy Hair 


ordy it Away—Look Years Younger 
It’s easy with Brownatone. Thou- 
sands praise its natural appearing 
color. Instantly tints dull, faded 
or gray hair to lustrous shades of 
blonde, brown or black. Safe for 
you and your permanent. Lasting— 
does not wash out. 75¢ plus tax— 
at all “druggists—or send for free sample bottle. Mailed 
in plain wrapper. Mention natural color of your hair, 
Write—Brownatone, Dept. 


~ Shrinks Hemorrhoids 
New Way Without Surgery 
Stops Itch— Relieves Pain 


For the first time science has found a 
new healing substance with the astonishing 
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve 
pain — without surgery. 


















Covington, Kentucky, 








In case after case, while gently relieving | 


pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took place. 

Most amazing of all—results were so 
thorough that sufferers made astonishing 
statements like “Piles have ceased to be a 
problem!” 

The secret is a new healing substance 
(Bio-Dyne* )—discovery of a world-famous 
research institute. 

This substance is now available in sup- 


pository or ointment form under the name | 


Preparation H.* Ask for it at all drug count- 
ers—money back guarantee. *Reg. U.S. Pat. Off 


CORNS 


also Calluses. Quick, easy, removed by 


and economical. Just rub 
on. Jars, 35¢, 60¢. At your 
druggist. Money refunded 
if not satisfied. Moss Co., 
Rochester, N.Y. 


EQryitlaaa nis 
only $1. 


Include 25¢ for packing & mailing. 
21," 3'/," genuine photos for class- 
mates, loved ones—for job and college 
applications. Send picture or negative. 
Money back guarantee. 


Box 157, Omaha, Nebr. 
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In Ten Breathless Colors to Match Any Outfit— 
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e Black e Brown 

e Dark Brown 

e Light Blonde 

e Platinum e White 
e Pink e Ice Blue 

e Grey Streak 

e Blonde Streak 

Be bewitching, dar- 
ing, winsome, de- 
mure — Split second 
change to new per- 
sonality. Find new 
adventures, be the 
life of the party, wip 
admiring glances. It’s 
the fashion rage. A 
very pretty cover-up 
after swimming, 


setting 
(in- 


washing or 
your own hair 





stead of unsightly 
kerchiefs). Smooth, 
non-flammable Cel- 
anese acetate looks 
like real hair, feels 
luxuriously soft and 
loveiy. BD NO MONEY. Pay postman on delivery 


$5.95 plus C.O.D. 
and save postiaze. 
color. 


GUILD, 103 E. Broadway, Dept. W-145, N.Y.C. 2 


postage or send $5.95 with order 
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“DRUG DETECTIVE” 
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IWGREDIENTS 
 ERRECTIVENESS | 


Large 16 oz. 
Bottle 


for only 


FOR COLDS © SORE THROATS ® BAD BREATH 


Vi-JON LABORATORIES, ST. LOUIS, MO. + NEW YORK CITY 
CHICAGO « OAKLAND, CALIF. 


YouR POEMS NEEDED! 


All types for songs and reece Send poems 
today for FREE examination. ASCOT MUSIC INC. 
6021 Sunset Blivd., Hollywood 28, Calif. ~ Studio A-4 


FREE ; xD mounted on 


with order for 8x10 panel 


wallet $ embossed 
photos | ETC 


plus 25¢ postage 


25 embossed, deep-sunk, panel-edge wallet photos 212 
x 32” made from any photo or negative. Returned 
eahermed with your gorgeous FREE enlargement 
POSTPAID for only $1.25; or 60 Wallet Photos with 
enlargement, $2.25. Satisfaction guaranteed. 


| FOTO PLUS CO * BOX 10 + NEW YORK 1, N. Y. | 
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|; Meanness, 


| clippings.” 
| good now—what will I be when I’m Sina- 


WISE GUY 


Continued from page 49 


| knew him—a bad egg in the neighborhood 
| just out of a correction school. But he also 
| knew the code of that neighborhood. So 
| he picked up the weapon, took it inside 


and hid it under the stair well. Then he 
climbed the four flights up to his flat and 


| slipped quietly into his room—with a sick 


foreboding of trouble. 

Sure enough, his big sister, Nina, soon 
whistled him out of his room. Two plain- 
clothes cops were standing beside his 
mother in the living room. “Okay, son,” 
one demanded, “let’s have the knife.” 

“T got no knife.” 

The man stepped threateningly toward 
him. Bobby’s mother held up her hand. 
“Don’t go near my son. I'll handle this. 
Bobby .. . where is it?” she asked. 

“It’s downstairs. I'll get it.” He couldn’t 
lie to her. Anyway, they were bound to 
find it sooner or later. 

Later, they found out he’d been framed 
in the stabbing and let him go. But each 
time a thing like that happened, a cloud 
he hated and feared seemed to settle lower 
over Bobby Cassatto’s head. Each time the 
ignorance, grinding poverty, 
tension and trouble of the slums he lived 
in grew and threatened to engulf him. 
Each time he told his mother, “I’ve got to 
get out of here, somehow, some way. I’ve 
got to get you out, too.” Sometimes, al- 
though young in years, he _ already 
sounded like a man. 

And each time she nodded confidently. 
“You will.” 

At that point, the odds seemed hope- 
lessly long against him: he was sickly, 
homely, dirt poor and had no father. But 
Bobby Cassatto finally got out—way out. 
Today he’s Bobby Darin, the hottest new 
personality in show business. 

Bobby has had six hit records in a row. 
Right now he’s booked tight in the na- 
tion’s top clubs until August. Recently, he 
signed a million-dollar contract with Par- 
amount to act in pictures. And curiously, 


| his biggest boost to all this was a song he 
| recorded about a slasher from the same 
| sort of slum jungle that Bobby fled. “Mack 
| the Knife” 


was written before Bobby 
Darin was born, but no one has ever sung 


| it quite like him. 


When he belts out “Mack the Knife,” or 
anything else, and wherever he goes, Bob- 
by goes all out. As a result, some people 
tab Bobby a cocky, egotistical wise -guy. 
“He comes on too strong,” they criticize. 
“He’s always too eager, too brash, too 
much drive.” 

Recently a Hollywood columnist took 
him apart. “Bobby Darin looked at his 
he axed, “and said, ‘If I’m this 


tra’s age?’” 
Bobby didn’t say that. What he said, 


| anxiously, was, “The way they write about 
| me now scares me. How can I keep it up 
| like Sinatra does? What will they be writ- 


ing about me when I’m his age?” 


hat’s a very different thing, and back 

of it lies the specter that still haunts 

Bobby—the specter of poverty in the 
slums. He escapes it only by driving him- 
self desperately. He’s still riding on that 
drive. He doesn’t dare let up. Because 
what he pulled out of is too close behind 
him. 

Today, Bobby owns an array of suits, 
shoes, socks, shirts and ties. His laundry 
bill averages $50 a week. But there was a 
time when he had just one pair of frayed 
nants to his name and couldn’t afford to 
keep them cleaned. Only too recently he 


could claim nothing more valuable than 
the clothes on his back, a toothbrush, a 
razor and the little wooden cross he got 
as an altar boy. 

Tragedy struck Bobby Darin and his 
mother, Polly, even before he was born, 
twenty-four years ago this May 14, in New 
York’s drab Harlem district. Right after 
conceiving his son, Bobby’s dad, Sam Cas- 
satto, died of pneumonia—and Sam had 
been everything to Polly. For him she had 
renounced a comfortable world of wealth 
and social position. Polly never regretted 
her choice, but the struggle was hard. As 
Sam scratched out a bare living as cobbler 
and cabinet maker, Polly bore him four 
children. The eldest, Nina, was almost 
grown when Bobby arrived. Three others 
in between had died. 

Depleted, sick and late in life for child 
bearing, Polly Cassatto rallied her frail 
strength after the shock of Sam’s death to 
survive a precarious pregnancy and birth. 
“Because,” Bobby believes, “to her, Dad 
was coming back through me. She was a 
one-man woman—and I became that one 
man. She lived to make something good 
out of me. And I knew I had to succeed if 
just for her sake alone.” From the start, it 
was Bobby and his mom, together against 
the world, a hostile world. 

An undertaking shark had gobbled all 
Sam’s meager insurance in a needlessly 
expensive funeral. For a while, Polly tried 
to work, but anemia, varicose veins and 
arthritis kept her too often in bed. Finally, 
she went on Home Relief to survive. Nina 
quit school and took a job. The Cassattos 
moved to a dark “railroad flat” in the 
teeming Bronx almost under the shadow 
of the Triborough Bridge. And, for a long 
time, little Bobby lived under a more 
sombre shadow—death. 

Right after he was born, he shriveled 
up like a raisin. “Probably,” Bobby Darin 
cracks, “from the fresh air.” Bobby’s 
handy with quips, like that, but most have 
a bite. At any rate, he was so weak that 
all he could keep down was goat’s milk 
imported from Belgium, which Polly 
sometimes skipped her own meals to buy. 
Still, when she wheeled him out on the 
sidewalk for some sun, people would peer 
down at the wizened face—all burning 
black eyes, it seemed, in a patch of blue 
skin—and shake their heads. 

“That kid’s gonna die,” they told Polly 
rudely. “What you knockin’ yourself out 
for?” 

“He won’t die,” she came back fiercely. 
“I won’t let him.” And, of course, she 
didn’t, although always he was sickly. 
Later, he suffered four straight attacks of 
rheumatic fever and acquired a double 
heart murmur which rates Bobby Darin 
4-F for the Service today. 

Back then, in her struggle, Bobby’s 
mother had no place to turn for help. She 
neither asked, received, nor expected any 
lift from her own family. To them it was 
bad enough that she had run away from 
home to sing and dance. But to marry an 
Italian immigrant’s son was the end. Polly 
was promptly disowned and cut off cold. 
But she never forgot that she was Pauline 
Walden. She named her son Walden Rob- 
ert Cassatto. And, when he grew up 
enough, she told him who he was. 

“You bear a proud name and an old 
one,” she’d say to the puzzled boy. “The 
Waldens have been in America for 350 
years. They helped settle Massachusetts 
and New England. Thoreau’s pond was 
named after them. They’re related to the 
first families who came over on the May- 
flower.” 

“What good’s all that junk?” Bobby fired 
back. “What does it mean to us, to me— 
here?” 

“You'll understand when you grow up,” 
she’d tell him. “And you won’t always stay 
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here.” They both knew he had to get out. 


| he today, Bobby Darin’s not sure he 
understands what, if anything, it 

means to be a Walden. He’s yet to 
meet a relative on his mother’s side, and 
doesn’t care if he ever does. But he always 
felt that somehow he was different, as was 
his mother, from the polyglot thousands 
who swarmed around him. Someday he’d 
get out, just like she said. She believed 
so strongly in him, he knew he just 
couldn’t let her down. 

Sam Cassatto’s relatives had spurned 
them too, when Sam died. They’d always 
disliked Polly. She was fair, she was “for- 
eign,” a mistake Sam had made. Once 
widowed, they let her and her kids alone. 

So, Bobby Cassatto grew up sensing, 
acutely, that he was out of place and won- 
dering desperately what his place was. 

Polly couldn’t tell him that. All she 
could do was set an example of gentle- 
ness, courage and pride to help him face 
and defeat the rude world of the Bronx 
tenements. 

Bobby’s playground was the asphalt 
jungle. He dodged trucks playing stick- 
ball, cooled off in sweltering summers at 
the spraying “johnnypump” hydrants un- 
til cops scattered the ragged bathers. He 
romped with all colors and creeds, saw 
some steal, others mutilate their enemies 
and run in outlaw packs. 

Although Polly's railroad flat on 135th 
Street was as poor as the next one, it was 
neat as a pin. The Cassattos lived on Relief 
throughout Bobby’s boyhood, helped out 
when Nina and her new husband, Charlie 
Maffia, moved in. Still, there were always 
books that somehow Polly had collected. 
Sick or not, Polly sang around the house, 
and made a happy home. Toys miracu- 
lously showed up at Christmas and once 
even a battered bike. The scratchy radio 
was always tuned in to good music and 
good dramas. Sundays, Bobby served the 
altar at the Episcopal church. “I guess 
you'd say I had nothing but insecurity,” 
muses Bobby. “But I never felt that way. 
At home, I had the security of thoughts 
and knowledge. And, above all, love, 
warmth and gentleness.” 

He watched kids around him get swatted 
by their parents, screamed at and cursed. 
Yet, he doesn’t remember his mother lift- 
ing a hand against him all his boyhood, or 
even raising her voice, and she had plenty 
of provocations. 

Once, when he was only six, and his 
mother was sick in bed, Bobby ventured 
out on the fire escape and dangled peril- 
ously from his knees four stories above 
the pavement. His mother saw it all, but, 
even though her heart seemed to stop, she 
kept quiet until he crawled back in and 
she could explain why he must never do 
that again. Another time, she caught Bob- 
by in the kitchen industriously rolling 
eggs off the table to splatter on the floor— 
“bombing Japs.” Eggs were a Relief sur- 
plus then, and Bobby had destroyed nine 
dozen—-family breakfasts for a month— 
before she stopped him. But his mom 
quietly cleaned up the mess, and her si- 
lence was more punishing than a licking. 

Because his skinny body seemed to har- 
bor every germ that invaded the Bronx, 
Bobby was kept out of school until he was 
almost eight. But he was buried in a book 
from the time he was four. The day Polly 
finally took him to PS. 43, the teacher 
frowned. 

“You’re too old for kindergarten,” she 
pondered. “But you obviously can’t do first 
grade work. These children are already 
beginning to read.” 

“Try him,” suggested Polly. 

Bobby spied a familiar volume on the 
teacher’s desk, which she had been scan- 
ning for her own pleasure. He’d been 





reading that book since he was five. He 
flipped it to “Julius Caesar” and rattled 
through Shakespeare’s play as if it were 
“Mother Goose.” 

“You’re a very unusual boy,” gasped 
the teacher. She placed him in 1-A. He 
skipped half-grades five times. When he 
moved on to junior high, Bobby Cassatto 
was valedictorian of his class. 

“It wasn’t such a feat,” debunks Bobby 
today. “I had no competition.” 


Of course, that wasn’t entirely true. Dog | 
fight competition was the law of life in the | 


Bronx. And a kid like Bobby Cassatto was 


strictly a short-ender in the things that | ¢ 
seemed to count. He was no hero because 
he was smart in shool. The kids derisively | 


called him “Dictionary,” “Wise Guy,” 
“Genius” and, of course, “Teacher’s Pet.” 
They roughed up his puny frame at school 
and chased him home afterward. He wor- 
shipped big league baseball, but at sports 


he was nothing. When he looked in the | . 


mirror, Bobby saw only a bony nose, | 
pinched, drawn cheeks and black eyes | 


like coal-holes. He told himself he was 


ugly. Sometimes, he didn’t have to tell : 


himself. 


here had always been girls on Bobby 
Cassatto’s mind—on his mind and rub- 
bing his sensitive emotions raw. There 


was Eleanor in PS. 43, a pretty blonde, | 


but she wouldn’t even talk to him. There 
was Gloria right on the block, a hopeless 
crush who never knew he existed or 
cared. And Mary, whom he tried to im- 
press by eating grass and match books. 
She only said, “Bet you can’t eat tar.” So 
he got a hunk out of a street repair pot, 
swallowed it and was deathly sick while 
she giggled. 

All these rebuffs, torments and per- 
secutions Bobby confided to his mother. “I 
was no mama’s boy,” he hastens to ex- 
plain. “No silver cord or anything like 
that. We were just very close. She was 
both a father and a mother.” 

At such times, Polly 
“Never mind. When you grow up you'll 


consoled him. 


have it all over these kids. They won’t | 


know what to do with their lives and you 
will.” He believed her, but adulthood 
seemed a long way off to a boy just en- 
tering adolescence. Bobby wanted to be 
popular now, wanted to belong. 

“I knew I didn’t belong where I lived 
and that I never would,” he recalls. “But 


when you’re breaking into your teens you | 


sure don’t want to be an isolationist!” At 
PS. 37, in junior high, he began looking 
around for a weapon. Pretty soon he 
found one: He could make people laugh. 

“T studied the kids,” he says, “and I re- 
alized that if I made them laugh I could 
control them. So I deliberately turned my- 
self into a clown.” He practiced gags, 
jokes, and wisecracks. He twisted his plain 
face into comical shapes, hammed up and 


mimicked everything. It got results: The | 


tough guys liked to have a jester. Even 
the girls said, “You aren’t the best look- 
ing, but you’re the most fun.” 

That was the beginning of Bobby Darin, 


entertainer. Clowning around desperately, | 
he first glimpsed a slit of light in an es- | 


cape hatch from the Bronx slums. “I no- 
ticed a change 


in myself about then,” | 


Bobby reports. “I began to drive. I figured | 


show business of some sort was my best 
and fastest hitch out.” 
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Clearly your best 


moisturizer 


When your hands are rough, red and dry, 
dermatologists say they lack moisture, not 
natural oils. Chamberlain's clear Golden 
Touch Hand Lotion contains not one but 
two of the most effective humectants 
known to science. Humectants are amaz- 
ing clear fluids which control the delicate 
moisture balance of your skin by prevent- 
ing the evaporation of vital skin moisture. 

The secret of soft, smooth, lovely hands 
is moisture balance. Get clear, moisturiz- 
ing Chamberlain’s Hand Lotion today, At 
all toiletry counters. 
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Cleary your best hand lotion 
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LEARN AT HOME 
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SECONDARY TO KIDNEY IRRITATION 


If worried by “Bladder Weakness” (Getting Up | 
Nights or Bed Wetting, too frequent, burning or 
itching urination), Secondary Backache and Ner- 
vousness, or Strong Smelling, Cloudy Urine, due to | 
common Kidney and Bladder Irritations, try CYS- | 


TEX for quick help. Safe for young and old. Ask | 


druggist for CYSTEX. See how fast you improve. | 


HOW TO PUBLISH 


Join our successful authors in a 
complete publishing program: pub- 
licity, advertising, handsome books. 
Send for FREE manuscript report 
and copy of How To Publish Your Book. 
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unwanted hoir PERMANENTLY. Use con- 
veniently at home. When you hove read our 
instruction book carefully and learned to use 
the new Mohler Epilator safely and efficiently, 
then you con remove unwanted hair FOREVER. 
Jy MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE (Our 76th Year). 
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MAHLERS., INC, Dept. 6000 PROVIDENCE 15, R. I. 





Itches To Death 


“I nearly itched to death for 7'4 years. Then 1 | 


discovered anew wonder-working creme. Now 


I'm happy,” writes Mrs.D.W ard of Los A ngeles | 


Here’s blessed relief from tortures of vaginal itch, | 


rectal itch, chafing, rash and eczema with a new 


amazing scientific formula called LANACANE. This | 


fast-acting, stainless medicated creme kills harmful 


bacteria germs while it soothes raw, irritated and | 


inflamed skin tissue. Stops scratching and so speeds 


healing. Don't suffer! Get LANACANE at druggists! | 


money! 


can be yours each and 
every month when you | 
help us take orders for 
magazine subscriptions 
from your friends and | 
neighbors. Photoplay | 
Magazine pays the | 
highest commissions! | 
You'll find subscribers | 
everywhere! No expe- | 
rience is needed. No| 
obligation or invest- | 
ment now or any time. | 
We supply everything | 
you need free. Act now 
and discover how easy | 
it is to earn $50, $60, $70 regularly, in spare | 
time! Rush your name and address today for | 
FREE money-making information. We'll send 
ou an amazing kit that will start the dol- 
ars rolling in immediately. Write today: 


Sales Agents, Photoolay, 205 E. 42 St., N. Y. 17, 
N. Y. Enclose a stamoed, self-addressed envelope! 


| horn and figured them out, 
| scrounged the neighborhood for records 
| and listened to them time and time again 
|; on his ancient Victrola. 


__200 Varick Street, New York 14 


So, when he splintered his leg in a 


| street accident, some months later, Bobby 
| spent his time in bed mastering a ukulele. 


He borrowed a flute from school and a 
too. He 


When he had 
the money, he haunted movies, watching 
the pros. 

In P.S. 37 he talked to his guidance 
teacher. Bobby wanted to switch to a 
performance school, and he explained why. 


| The counselor nodded understandingly. 


“But,” he argued wisely, “you’re bright. 


| Get a good academic foundation first. 
| Then, whatever you do, you'll be better 


at it.” At home, Polly Cassatto agreed. 
So, when he was twelve, Bobby took the 


| stiff entrance exam for the Bronx High 


School of Science. Bronx Science is one of 


| the toughest high schools in the United 
| States. It exists for gifted students only. 
| Bobby passed the test. He got a “needy” 
| scholarship to help and graduated at six- 
| teen. 


’ 


“Those four years,” Bobby says today, 
“were my first breakaway, the first time I 
got a look outside my neighborhood. I 
met an entirely different kind of crowd. 
For the first time, I discovered real com- 
petition in school. It was an eye-opener 
and a challenge.” 

Bobby was in the odd spot of being se- 
duced by learning. Chemistry, physics, 
advanced math—which he necessarily 
bored into—tugged at him like sirens. As 
Bobby puts it, “Learning both fascinated 
and frightened me. I was afraid I'd get 
to like that stuff too much. It wasn’t the 
side I wanted nurtured. The thought of 
being an entertainer had gotten deep into 
my blood. And yet—” 

He'd had his first taste of conflict. 


outs Bobby Darin can read and 
study as a relaxed hobby. Back then 
it churned him up inside. And there 
was something else: He was still clown- 
ing to win attention, and he was sick of the 
role. 
One week he heard about a five-piece 


| dance band some school guys were work- 


ing up. All spots were filled except the 
drums. “I’m a drummer,” lied Bobby to 


| the leader. 


Woman Nearly | 


“Okay, show up Tuesday and we’ll try 
you out.” 

Tuesday was a week off. He had a 
friend named Joe who owned a whole set 
of drums. So Bobby raced up to Joe’s 
place on 14l1st Street and borrowed them. 
All he asked was, “How do you hold the 
sticks, Joe?” 

That night he set them up in his living 
room and practiced hard. When neigh- 
bors pounded on the walls, he took them 
down to the basement. Six days later he 
tried out and got the job. For Bobby, it 
opened up an exciting new world. 

“Suddenly, I meant something at school,” 
says Bobby. “I wasn’t just a kookie little 
clown. I was Bobby Cassatto, the hot 
drummer. You know,” Bobby confesses, 
“most people want to be liked for what 
they are. With me it’s always been the 
reverse. I want to be liked for what I 
do.” 

The last summer in high school, Bobby 
and the group got a job at a hotel in 
the Catskills. They waited on tables by 
day, played dances and put on shows at 
night. In the fall, Bobby entered Hunter 
College. First thing he did was join the 
Drama Society; Hunter College in the 
Bronx is no drama school. Bobby had 
chosen it because it was close by and 
free. 

“The first year was great,” says Bobby. 
“I did skits in variety shows. But the next 


| year the Society put me to work on sets. 


They let me read for things but never 
do them. I lost interest in school. I had 
to get going.” 

Two weeks after Bobby quit school he 
spotted an ad in a show business sheet: 
“Wanted: Actors to try out for the Chil- 
dren’s Theater Group.” Bobby hustled 
down to an office off Broadway, came out 
with a job. For the next seven weeks 
he performed in elementary school audi- 
toriums around the East Coast. He played 
a wicked Indian chief and kids kicked 
him in the shins as he came out of school 
buildings. But he drew $45 a week; he 
was an actor, he kidded himself. But he 
couldn’t kid himself long. 

Back in New York, when Bobby Cas- 
satto padded around theatrical agencies, 
all he could offer for experience was the 
Indian. They laughed at him. Hungry, 
he took a job as an office boy, hoping to 
exist until summer when he could go up 
again to the Catskills. And all the while, 
at the back of his mind, was the image 
of his mother in their Bronx slum—an 
image which kept him going. 


hat summer proved the turning-point 

of his career. In the Catskills, he met 

Don Kirschner, an ambitious young 
college boy who also wrote songs. Don 
became very fond of Bobby’s work and 
that fall, introduced him to an agent. The 
agent liked Bobby’s voice better than his 
songs and at first Bobby began to record 
only other people’s music. 

He made more than fifteen losers and 
sang in dozens of small night clubs up and 
down the country before he finally had 
his hit. And he had to write that one 
himself. It was “Splish-Splash.” 

This sent him winging. He cleared $25,- 
000 from that and the first thing Bobby 
did was to buy a house for his mother in 
Lake Hiawatha, New Jersey, out in the 
fresh air, away from the Bronx. And it 
was a big. big day for him when he moved 
all his family—Nina, Charlie and _ his 
nieces there. 

One night, last year, he was watching 
his good friend Jerry Lewis, at a club 
in Hollywood, when a call from New 
Jersey came for him backstage. No one 
there knew where he was, so he didn’t 
find out about it until late that night. He 
called home with an unexplained chill 
around his heart. 

“Bobby, Mommy’s in the hospital,” said 
Nina. “She’s had a bad stroke. Maybe 
you'd better come.” 

He couldn’t get a plane until morning. 
When he arrived it was too late. They 
all said that right before Polly Cassatto 
died she kept repeating her son’s name. 

At the funeral Bobby Darin stood a long 
time before the flower banked bier. He 
couldn’t believe she was gone. He thought 
of the things he should have done, and 
hadn’t, he consoled himself that before 
she died. his mother knew of some that 
he had. The things yet undone, he’d 
better get about doing. 

He went home and into his room alone. 
Very softly, he began to cry. His mother 
had meant so much to him. If it weren’t 
for her encouragement, he never would 
have stuck it out this long. They were so 
close. Then he stopped crying, dried his 
eyes, lifted the phone receiver and put in 
a call to Hollywood. 

“Steve? Bobby. Where do I meet you?” 

“Are you sure you're ready?” 

“Yes,” said Bobby. That night he took 
a plane out and the next night he was 
singing again with everything he had. 

“I knew that’s the way she would have 
wanted it,” says Bobby. 

—KIRTLEY BASKETTE 


HEAR BOBBY SING ON THE ATCO LABEL AND THE 
TITLE SONG IN WARNERS’ “TALL STORY.” 





DINAH SHORE 


Continued from page 56 


experience. I know I was. But I also re- 
member how awful it was at the time. So 
what can I tell her? How can I explain 
she’s gained, she didn’t lose? How can I 
explain to her why I hope she makes the 
mistake I did?” 

Dinah was silent a moment and then 
continued, “Everytime you think you love 
somebody, you feel enriched. But when 
he doesn’t love back, it hurts. I know now 
that every bitter experience makes the 
sweet one so much sweeter, but do you 
think a girl who cries herself to sleep at 
night can believe it?” 

It’s an old story. The phone that rings 
every day for a while, and then doesn’t 
ring any more ... the letters from military 
academy or Scout camp or college that ar- 
rive with less and less frequency, and then 
stop coming entirely ... the boy who used 
to wait after school, every afternoon, to 
walk you part of the way home and then 
passes with an indifferent nod the 
girl who dreads every new morning and 
each new, lonely night more and more, 
because these things have happened. The 
story’s familiar to Dinah Shore. It’s been 
her story more than once, and now she 
says she’s glad it was, because each time 
she learned a new lesson in love that 
helped her, finally, to choose the right 
man to be her husband—that helped her 
to be happy. 





hs Dinah, young love—first heartaches 
began in the tall, gray building that 

was Hume Fogg High School, across the 
street from the Customs House, in Nash- 
ville, Tennessee. 

“Come on, Dinah,” the girl at the next 
locker said, “who do you like? You’re 
bound to like somebody. I know you do.” 

Rummaging in the recesses of her locker, 
the girl took out a cellophane bag. 
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National Library Week 
April 3-9, 1960 


Reading can open wonder- 
ful new worlds — of chal- 
lenging ideas, of creative 
adventure, of quiet con- 
templation. National Libra- 
ry Week is a good time to 
start your personal reading 
program . to expand 
your personal horizons. 


Wake up and read! 





“Here,” she said, hospitably holding it 
out, “have a dried apricot. They’re good. 
And you might as well tell me who you 
like.” 

Dinah hung up her raincoat and reached 
for her Latin book. 

“No, thanks. I don’t want any apricots,” 
she said. “And as for who I like—I like 
lots of boys, nobody special.” 

“Tl bet you do, too,” her neighbor in- 
sisted. “T’ll tell you who I like if you tell 
me who you like.” 

Just then the bell rang and their chatter 
was drowned in the 
hurrying down the hall. 


noise of students | 


“Tm } 


“T’ve got to rush,” Dinah shouted. 
late for Latin class now.” 
Yet, as she said the words, her heart | 


began to churn. She gulped and breathed | 


deeply. Who would believe going to Latin 
class could be so exciting? she asked her- 
self. But who could believe there was a 
boy in the world like Alec? It would be 
impossible to tell anybody what he was 
like—not that she’d try. And would she 
ever have dared believe, last semester, 
that he’d like her better than any other 
girl in school? Or, at least, that’s what 
he’d said. 


Panting a little, she ran up the stairs to | 


the second floor. She wanted to get to 
Latin class before Alec took his seat. 

When she got upstairs, she noticed he 
was standing in the door. She’d recognized 
his silhouette long before she was near 
enough for his features to come clearly 
through the dimness of the hall. And she 
knew, too, when she’d be close enough, 
he’d smell like wintergreen chewing gum. 

“Hey, girl,” he said and winked. 

“Hey,” she said. Little chills playing 
along her backbone. 

She wanted to touch him, and yet she 
didn’t want to. She’d never really felt this 
way before in her life. 


Alec looked at her smilingly, as though 


he knew what she was thinking. Then he | 


took her 
desk. 

“Are you going to ride the streetcar home 
today?” he wanted to know. “Because if 
you do, I will. Suppose I meet you on the 
corner of Eighth Avenue by the drugstore 
after school? Okay?” 

Smiling, Dinah nodded. 

Could this be true? Could it really 
happening to her? Alec, football star, big 
man in school, wanted to be with her. 
Yes, it was true. Happily, she allowed 
herself the luxury of believing it. The 
drugstore on the corner, a dowdy, red- 
brick building, was going to be a little bit 
of heaven. 

All through class, she was conscious of 
Alec’s presence across the aisle. When he 
looked at her, her hand shook until she 
nearly dropped her pencil. His clean, blond 
good looks had sent more than one girl 
into a spin. 

True to his word, Alec was waiting for 
her by the drugstore when she got out of 
school. And she felt so proud as he took 
her hand and together they passed the 
other students on the street .. . all notic- 
ing, all seeing them together. 


by the arm and led her to her 


be 


She knew | 


the other girls were jealous, and had to | 


admit, to herself, that this made their rela- 
tionship extra special. 
“Let me carry your books?” 


Carefully, she handed them to him. He | 


was so thoughtful. And when the streetcar 
came along, he jumped on first, especially 
to help her up. 

Then, when he put his arm around her 


as they sat down in a double seat, she felt | 


a tingle of excitement. 
today?” he said. 
“Wonderful 

she to'd him. 
“What’s so special?” 
“Oh ... just spring,” 


. absolutely wonderful,” 


she lied. “And the 








“How’s my girl | 
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thought of an evening without hardly any 
homework to do.” 
“Well, if you’re free and I’m free too, 
maybe we could take in an early movie?” 
“Mother doesn’t usually like me going 
out during the week. But she likes you 


| and if it’s early, I’m sure she won’t mind.” 


Dinah tried hard not to let him see how 


| thrilled she was with the invitation. 


| big man in school. 


| locker 


o0e at your favorite | 


Yet, it had been one of many such invi- 
tations. So many, that soon she began to 
think of Alec as exclusively hers. He was 
all she thought about, all she dreamed 
about and all she believed she was living 
for. It would be Alec and her forever. . 


for always. 


B it wasn’t. And he broke it off so 
cruelly that for a long while she felt 
lost and hopeless. 
Dinah’s agony was to begin shortly after 
she heard about the luncheon. A club, to 


| which Alec belonged, was entertaining and 


members were inviting their mothers and 
their girls. At first, she took it for granted 
she would be his guest. After all, she was 
his girl, wasn’t she? 

Maybe he didn’t ride home on the street- 


| car with her quite so often as before. 
| Maybe he was in a hurry after Latin class 


and didn’t have time to talk, but he was a 
He had other things 
on his mind besides girls. 

But, as the luncheon date approached, 
and he still didn’t mention it, a sick fear 


| replaced vague uncertainty. Slowly truth 


overpowered hope, until one day she found 
out the truth. , 

“T guess that girl Jill Peabody really has 
Alec going?” Dinah’s friend at the next 
confided. “She’s kinda cute, too. 
I saw them last night at Hillsboro Phar- 
macy. And my brother said that Alec’s 
taking her to the luncheon.” 

Locker doors all around were banging 
as students grabbed books for first period 
class. Blindly, Dinah reached for hers, but 
her hands felt stiff and icey. 

She wondered whether she looked dif- 
ferent to the other girls. Did her expres- 


| sion give her away? 


Being honest with herself, she admitted 
she’d known something like this was going 
to happen. But she’d almost convinced 
herself that it wasn’t so. 

“Well,” she said with effort, “that’s in- 
teresting. But I’ve got to hurry to Latin 
class.” 

And blinking back tears, she marched 
down the hall. 

When she reached the room, Alec was 
already at his desk looking out toward 
the window. She walked over to him. 

“Hello, Alec,” she made herself say. This 
was hard—speaking to him naturally—but 
she had to be sure, right now, that she 
could do it. She couldn’t let him see she 
knew about the luncheon—or cared. 

“Oh, hello,” he answered. 

In her heart, she wanted to scream at 
him, ask him why, why had he done this 
thing to her, but she didn’t. She couldn’t. 

The worst was still ahead. It came after 
dinner, that night, while Dinah was pin- 
ning up her hair. Her mouth was full of 
pins when the telephone shrilled. 

“Dinah dear,” her mother called, 
phone’s for you. I think it’s Alec.” 

Dinah dropped the pins on the dresser 
and scrambled for the phone. Her head 
was swimming. So everything was all right 
after all. The other girl must be a family 
friend. and he was calling to explain. Had 
he behaved so strangely, lately, because 
he was afraid she wouldn’t understand? 
He should have known her better. 

Shakily, she lifted the receiver and 
leaned her head against the wall for sup- 
port. 

“Is that you, Alec?” she whispered. 

“Yep. I called because I think it’s best 


“the 


for you to understand right now that 
everything’s off between us. I don’t think 
we really had anything in common. So I 
guess we won’t see each other again—ex- 
cept in class, of course.” 

For a minute, Dinah couldn’t say a word, 
then, speaking carefully, she told him, 
“That’s all right. I was going to say the 
same thing next time we had a chance to 
talk. I felt that way, too.” 


|' took a long time to get over that,” Dinah 
remembers. “I was hurt, terribly hurt, 

and I felt like crawling into a shell and 
staying there forever. But I didn’t . . . and 
I’m glad I didn’t. Because in a few weeks 
I'd met someone else I liked and, oddly 
enough, had far more in common with. 
Sometimes. a broken heart is mostly just 
broken pride. But it took a painful ex- 
perience before I learned this. 

“I was about fifteen when I broke up 
with Alec and for weeks I couldn’t eat or 
sleep. My family pretended not to notice 
what was wrong with me, but they worried. 

“Actually, though, it turned out to be 
just one of a string of unrequited loves. 
Always, it seemed, if I liked somebody a 
lot, he didn’t like me. Or, if he liked me 
for a while, he’d soon drop me. Eventually, 
I found out the end of a romance isn’t the 
end of the world. Either the one I wanted 
would come back, or I’d meet somebody 
else I liked better. 

“Every time I fell in love,” Dinah con- 
tinued, “while I was growing up, the boys 
somehow seemed to lack something.” But, 
she says, today, when she met George, he 
was all the things she’d wanted rolled into 
one. And, when she found out he loved 
her, too, it was wonderful beyond anything 
she’d ever imagined. 

“That’s why I believe unhappy teenage 
romances are so important. They give you 
experience so you can recognize and ap- 
preciate the real love of your life. 

“Missy’s only twelve. but she’s already 
interested in boys. And she’s so pretty, I 
know they’ll be interested in her. I wasn’t 
pretty. That didn’t bother me though, be- 
cause I was busy cheerleading and acting 
with the dramatic club. But I worry about 
Missy. Her opportunities to fall in love 
with the wrong boys will be so much 
greater than mine. 

“If only,” Dinah says, “a young girl is 
careful not to let a broken heart make her 
cynical, she'll gain something valuable 
every time she loves. 

“But she must be careful. A girl’s heart 
is too precious to be squandered carelessly. 

“I want Missy to be in love, or to think 
she’s in love, more than once. Every ex- 
perience becomes part of the fabric that’s a 
personality. The love you give without 
return can be a big, ugly, burnt hole in the 
blanket, or beautiful trimming. It depends 
on how you let it affect you. 

“Each time I fell in love, I believe I 
learned a little more about living. Such 
as what it’s like to be a guitarist (from a 
guitar player), or something of political 
science (from a studious boy I used to wor- 
ship) and how to swim (from a boy who 
was an Olympic swimmer)! 

“But seriously,” she finished, “I want 
Missy to get hurt so that she can go on to 
realize that there are many boys in the 
world to meet and like. And by doing so, I 
think she will learn, as I did, to recognize 
the right man when he comes along. By 
the time I met George, I could tell he was 
special because I had so many others to 
compare him to. I was able to appreciate 
his qualities for all that they are. Yes, I 
hope Missy makes the mistake I did.” 

—ARLENE JOHNSON 


DON’T MISS “THE DINAH SHORE CHEVY SHOW” 
SUNDAYS FROM 9:00-10:00 p.m. EST, OVER 
NBC-TV. HEAR HER SING ON CAPITOL LABEL. 
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NEW TREND-THE BALLAD RETURNS 





New for the ‘sixties. A trend back to 
ballads from rock ’n’ roll. Newest 


singer on the ballad bandwagon is 
Jeanie Sommers, eighteen, seen here 
with Edd. She sang with him in “Koo- 
kie’s Love Song,” has also appeared 
on “77 Sunset Strip.” Her first album. 
just out, is romantic and called “Posi- 
tively the Most!” How did she like 
working with Edd? “It was _ really 
great,” she said. But she would not 


tell me any more—except give a sigh. 








Joke 
of the Month 


Joey Bishop, a talented young come- 
dian, told me this. Hope you like it 
too! It’s all for young dieters. 

A woman I know went to a diet spe- 
cialist in Hollywood who was famous 
for his near-miraculous results. “I’ve 
heard so much about you.” she said 
to the specialist, “that now I’m pre- 
pared to place myself completely in 
your hands. Only tell me this, Doctor, 
what is the secret of your success?” 
The doctor smiled pleasantly. “Eat 
whatever you want,” he explained. 
“Only don’t swallow it.” 





have you heard... 


What They’re Playing: The brand 
new Photoplay album by Warner 
Bros. “Photoplay Picks the Great 
Love Themes of Hollywood.” , 
“RFD Tab Hunter” (Warner Bros.) 
—niftyville music with a country and 
western beat ... “The Magic of Sarah 
Vaughan” (Mercury). Sassy’s come a 
long way since her amateur hour days 
at the Apollo (where lots of today’s 
singers are getting their start) 
“Teensville” (RCA). If you ask me. 
Chet Atkins’ guitar is hard to beat 
... “Latin a la Lee” (Capitol). Peggy 
belts out Broadway hits. adds an ir- 
resistible Afro-Cuban beat .. . “Some- 
body Loves Me™” (Capitol). Dinah 
Shore singing oldies but goodies . 
“Bobby Scott Plays the Music of 
Leonard Bernstein” (Verve). These 


are Bernstein’s show tunes and they've ° 


never sounded better (at least. that’s 
what Bernstein said in a letter to 
Bobby) . “Opera For People Who 
Hate Opera.” For short hairs who'd 
like to grow a few long strands. The 
most amusing cover of the month 
(RCA) ... “American Waltzes” by 
the Fred Astaire Dance Studio Orch. 
(RCA Camden). As a bonus. you get 
a booklet of dance instructions. 


(aa 
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Worth having just for the cover 
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What They’re Talking About: Sal 
Mineo and Ina Balin, an every-night- 
out twosome Susan Kohner’s fa- 
vorite date: George Hamilton 
Latest rumor from Bennington, Ver- 
mont: Diane Varsi’s returning to Cali- 
fornia to live the life of a beatnik... 
Singer Johnny Cash has collapsed 
twice from overwork ... Reports that 
Rod Lauren, the new teen singer, will 
be the find of the year . . . Bound to 
be lots of happy teen gals in North 
Carolina where Fabulous Fabe is film- 
ing his new movie, “High Time.” 
Fabe’s new leading lady? Tuesday 
Weld . . . Romance bust-ups of the 
month: Lori Nelson and Burt Reyn- 
olds: Kathy Nolan and Bob Fuller 
(called the “kooks” for going para- 
chuting on dates). 

Off-The-Cuff Comments picked up 
from the stars at ABC studio where my 
radio program. “Teen Town,” is aired. 
“Now that I have money.” says 
Dwayne Hickman. “I’m so busy work- 
ing I don’t have time to spend it.” 
. . . Says Frankie Avalon, “I believe 
in teens having idols. For that mat- 


ter, everybody should look up to some- 


body. I idolized Louis Armstrong, 
still do.” . . . Annette Funicello: “I 
miss Elvis very much. When I was in 
Memphis, Wink Martindale and I 
went to visit El’s mansion. It’s great.” 
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What's in the Stars? 


Were you born be- 
tween February 20th 
and March 20th? 
Then you belong to 
the twelfth sign of 
the zodiac — Pisces 
David the Fish—like Gor- 
don MacRae (Mar. 
12), Dean Stockwell (Mar. 5), Betty 
Hutton (Feb. 26), David Niven and 
Dinah Shore (Mar. 1). Liz Taylor (Feb 
27). Desi Arnaz (Mar. 2). 

You are an idealist and look at the 
world the way you wish it were—rather 
than the way it is. 

You have wonderful intuition, and 
more often than not. your feelings are 
right—plus a keen insight into other 
people. If they lie. you can usually tell. 

Sometimes, you shy away from the 
world and like to be 
left alone, to re-evalu- 
ate your life and con- 
sider the future. 

Try to choose 
friends that are sen- 
sitive, because mutual 
understanding is very 
important: in all of Dinah 
your relationships. 

You love mysteries. have a wonderful 
imagination, a leaning for semi-classical 
music and you can enjoy fine art. 

Your fine imagination can be used 
to great advantage in all artistic work. 

Some of the greatest 

painters, musicians 
and artists are born 
under your _ sign. 
These qualities also 
make you superb in 
such lines of work as 
staging and directing 
Dean in the theater. 

You have a strong 
tendency to adapt yourself to surround- 
ing conditions. This is so definite with 
you, that if you're around someone who 
is ill or upset you promptly take that 
condition upon yourself. Shun dark, 
depressing places and moody thoughts 
in order to avoid any unpleasantness 
because of this condition. Generally, 
your hunches are excellent. 

You want to be helpful and you can 
help others a great deal. But you must 
remember, no one individual is able to 
solve the problems of the world. 

Your lucky number? 7. 


13. 
15. 
16. 
17. 


PUZZLE 

































































ACROSS 
Dee Clark’s ‘‘————— About That”’ 
Jimmy Clanton's record label 
His “‘Running Bear”’ is a big hit 
Contraction for | am 
A singer who's made the grade 
The way Dominico Modugno says yes 
Rural Delivery (abbrev.) 
Last year in high school (abbrev.) 
The “Lonely Blue Boy”’ 
Smith or Wayne 
Measurement (abbrev.) 
Little Anthony's record label 
Her’s is the popular ‘‘The Big Hurt’ 
‘3, Paso”’ 
Photoplay’s singer of the month (pictured) 


DOWN 

An oldie Dion and the Belmonts have 
made a hit 

A style all his own has Johnny 

The divorce capital 

Commanding officer (abbrev.) 

There are four of them 

The best-seller of 3 down 

Climbing fast is his ‘‘Teen Angel”’ 

**We Got Love”’ is his 

Anka’s “‘It's Time ———— Cry” 

Fast transportation from East to West 
Coast 





Can You Guess This Star’s Name? 


ee 


jaay fo asp ay Iw—a]qniy Aqag 


Fad Alley 


ae 


Hollywood's latest rage: lots of beads. 


All the rage in Hollywood these 
days are beads—chokers and strings 
of all kinds. So I went along with 
Tommy Sands when he went out 
shopping the other day for a gift. 
There were so many styles that— 
you guessed it—we ended up with 
NOTHING. Which started us won- 


dering? What jewelry do you like? 


-— 
. 


Do you prefer: 

single strand of pearls 
many-strand choker with jewel detail 
necklaces and 
ropes for a bunched or high look 
a locket 

Do you prefer: 

a single small pin 


several 


OOO 


combining 


a large pin 

scatter pins 

Do vou prefer: 

charm bracelet: CT] bangles: 

C] chunky C] vold 
delicate charms C] silver 
your own collection color 


O*FO0080 


Do you wear: [j one at a time 
mixed beads [] an armful 
watch bracelet 
identification bracelet 
After 

swers. mail (along with your age) 
to “Monthly Record.” Photoplay. 
Dept. CO. 205 East 42nd St.. New 
York. N.Y. And to the first 12 an- 


swers every Monday between March 


vou've checked your an- 


7 and 28. we'll send a piece of jew- 


elry from Coro’s collection (below). 

















¥ New...The Most Trustworthy Napkin Ever Created 


y 


y& New... a magic channel of protection you can trust 
“Sa 


Nd New ...a discreet deodorant you can trust 


7 


44 


WIOOCESS ... Lecce _— 





todays loveliest look...beauty only 
baby-mildness gives your skin 


Snow-babies sparkle with That Ivory 
Look. Use Ivory Soap every day, and 
you'll have that soft, fresh loveliness, 
too. Now that blustery winds are blow- 
ing, your complexion needs gentleness 


more than ever. Ivory is the kindest 


possible soap for cold-weather care... 
gentle enough for a baby’s skin. Mild in 
its white, pure color, mild in its clean, 
pure scent, 9944/100% pure® . . it floats. 
More doctors recommend Ivory for ba- 


bies’ skin and yours than any other soap. 








